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BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH. 

When the Student of English literature hereafter takes 
accoimt of the latter half of the nineteenth Century he will 
find two poets, who, hy the amount and quality of their 
poetry and hy their reflection of the age in which they 
lived, will he sure to demand his attention. These two 
are Tennyson and Browning ; their lives were contempo- 
raneous ; there was a diffei*ence of hut three years in the 
dates of their hirth, and hut three in the dates of their 
death. They hoth wrote f rom early manhood tili the end 
of lif e, and the volume of verse of each was great, though 
Browning outran his contemporary in this respect. 

But when one comes to compare the two poets in their 
art, he is at once Struck with the difEerence hetween them. 
Tennyson's poetry is always melodious, exquisitely finished, 
and hears the marks of artistic lahor expended upon a f ew 
familiär and recognized forms of English verse. Brown- 
ing's poetry is sometimes melodious, sometimes in the line 
of English poetic tradition, hut is more apt to impress one 
as vigorously independent of tradition, the individual note 
of a mind that is eageir to experiment with new forms, and 
superahundant in artistic activity. 

When one is considering the two poets in the suhjects they 
ehoose and their mode of treatment, he is even more im- 
pressed hy the divergence. Tennyson wrote dramas and 
most of his poetry has to d g with persons, hut the reader 
always thinks of the poet as narrating and descrihing and 
picturing. Browning was always dramatic. He had an 
unappeasahle euriosity to know how persons would feel and 
act under various circumstances, and his mind was so f er- 



N^ 



vi ROBERT BROWNING, 

tue, his imagination so vivid, and he had so keen an insight, 
that he was unceasingly inventing men and women and im- 
agining them in all manner of conditions and times, ancient ! 
Greek heroes, medisBval knights, modern peasants, Italians, 
Englishmen, Frenchmen, lovers, fighters, scholars, and as 
he saw each not only in his outward appearance, bat in the 
windings and tumings of his mind, so he could not keep 
out of his poetry the interest which he himself feit, and he 
sometimes chased down the thoughts of his characters tili 
his imagination ran away with him. 
^^>^ Thus it often takes a nimble mind to follow the eager 
^ poet. It is a litüe like the attempt ofTEe^ye to take ^in 1 

all the exuberance of a Gothic cathedral and yet not lose 
sight of the large f orms inclosing and bounding the whole. 
For there is a whole, and this is the strength of Brown- 
ing's art, that however minute he may be in detail througb 
his restlessness of vision which brings everything within 
ränge, he has the central conception firmly in mind and 
holds that with an extraordinary logical power. This is 
most noticeable in his massive masterpiece The Hing 
and the Book, 

The poems contained in this brief collection are neces- 
sarily his shorter poems, and they show him on his lyrical 
almost as much as on his dramatic side, yet it will soon be 
Seen that his most lyrical pieces have a distinct dramatic 
character. The collection is merely a convenient intro- 
duction to a poet whom one never really knows tili one has 
^ read ever3rthing he has written. One of the pleasures 

afforded by a reading of Browning is the constant surprise 
which awfuts one in discovering new, nnsuspected fields. A 
sketch of the poet's lif e to be of the most value would be a 
study of the successive poetic ventures as illustrating the 
growth of his mind, bat here we must content ourselves 
with a running catalogue of his works. There is litde to 
relate save the appearance of one yolume after another. 

Robert Browning was born in the parish of St. Giles, 
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BIOQRAPHICAL SKETCH, vii 

Camberwell, London, May 7, 1812. His mother was a 
Scottish genüewoman, who had a love of music and draw- 
ing, and was of a serene, genüe, affectionate nature. She 
was a devoat Christian, brought up in the Scottish kirk, bat 
followed her hnsband afterward when he left the Church 
of England for the Congregationalist. Browning's father 
was a bank elerk in London, as his father before him had 
been. Thns the poet, bom in London, had two generar 
tions of Londoners before him, and we niay indulge the 
fancy that one who was to crowd his books with such a 
moltitade as no poet since Shakespeare had gathered was 
nourished of a popoloos city. 

Camberwell, at the time of Browning's childhood, was a 
saburb of London, with roral Spaces and near access to the 
open country, though the stony foot of the metropoüs was 
ah*eady stepping outward upon the pleasant lanes and fields. 
The boy kept a great yariety of pets, owls and monkeys, 
magpies and hedgehogs, an eagle, snakes even, and was 
touched with the collector's pride, as when he started a col- 
lection of rare creatores with a couple of lady-birds brought 
home one winter day and placed in a box lined with cotton 
wool and labeled, ^^ Animals found snrviying in the depths 
of a severe winter." No one can read his poems attentively 
without perceiving how closely and synix)athetically he had 
observed the humble lif e of nature. 

Browning's father was passionately f ond of his children 
and made them his companions from early life. One of 
the poet's recollections, his biographer teils us, <^was that 
of sitting on his father's knees in the library, and listeniog 
with enthralled attention to the Tale of Troy, with marvel- 
ous illnstrations among the glowing coals in the fireplace ; 
with, below all, the vaguely heard accompaniment — from 
the neighboring room, where Mrs. Browning sat, *• in her 
chief happiness, her hour of darkness and solitude and 
music ' — of a wild Gaelic lament, with its insistent f alling 
cadences." 
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viii ROBERT BROWNING. 

The boy grew np with mach informal schooling. Fot 
one thing his father was a great reader, with tastes that led 
bim into all sorts of out of the way fields ; the two were 
companions and strayed together among eighteenth and 
seventeenth Century writers. The country lif e, also, had a 
distinct influence on the growing boy. From the yant^e- 
ground of a wooded spot near his home he could look out 
on the distant city lying on the western horizon, and fret- 
ting the evening sky with its spires and towers and ragged 
lines. The sight for him had a great fascination. Here 
would he lie for bours, looking and dreaming, and he has 
told how one night in his boyhood he stole out to the elms 
and saw the great city glimmering through the darkness. 
Even so early, it was human life, rather than nature er eren 
books, that held his attention most. 

Of formal schooling he had little, but after making head- 
way in the languages he matriculated at London Univer- 
sity and spent two years there. In this period of private 
and public tuition, his scope was vtddening with systematic 
intent. He leamed dancing, riding, boxing and fencing. 
He became versed in French. He visited galleries, and 
made some progress in drawing, especially from casts. He 
studied music with able teachers. He had a streng interest 
in the stage, and displayed on occasions a good deal of 
histrionic ability. It was the fashion at one time to fancj 
Shakespeare a lawyer and a physician, as well as an actor, 
from the familiarity with which he used the terms of these 
professions and arts. It would be easy to trace the variety 
of Browning's accomplishments in the easy reference in his 
verse to all manner of technical knowledge. 

From earliest years he played with verse-making. His 
sister recalls that when he was a very little child he would 
walk round and round the dining-room table, spanning the 
table with his palm as he marked ofiE the scansion of the 
yerses he had composed. Even before this, rh3ane had been 
put into his hands as an Instrument, for his father Lad 
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73,; BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH, ix 

^ ^nght him words by their rhymes, and aided bis memoriz- 

^..ng of Latin declensions in tbe same way. Naturally wben 

--ae came to read poetry, he turned copyist, and first Pope, 

,, ,.J^en Byron for a time was bis inspiration. Then he feil 

' :: into the hands of Shelley and Keats. 

; Wben he was twenty years old he wrote and publisbed 

anonymoosly a poem Fauline, which was strongly tinctured 

^,, with bis admiration for Shelley, but as a mark of Brown- 

..ing's independence, it was not at all in Shelley 's man- 

. ner, bat ratber the exercise of a youth wbo had tried to 

,. dramatize Shelley himself in bis mind. Tbe verses called 

, J^Temarabilia in this coUection show something of Brown- 

'. ing's admiration of Shelley. Tbe publication of Fauline 

'l^ was followed by a period of travel. He went to Russia 

nominally as secretary to tbe Russian consul-general, and 

, was so attracted by diplomatic lif e, with its abundant op- 

portunity for f ollowing intricate human movements, that he 

. essayed to enter it, bot failed. 

Fauline was publisbed in 1833. Two or three sonnets 
followed, but in 1835 appeared Faracelstis, tbe first poem 
to which he attached bis name. It was characteristic of 
him that thus early he sbould be looking for subjects in the 
occult, and abo that bis characters, though they carried on 
a drama in the Middle Ages, sbould be ratber projections of 
bis own moral speculation. Tbe book brought him some 
literary friendships, out of which grew the opportunity for 
writing the bistorical drama Strafford, in which bis propen- 
sity to speculation was curbed by the demands of actual 
stage representation. He feil back into bis own manner 
more distinctly in Sardello, which is the spiritual struggle 
of a youthf ul nature finding expression through remote and 
obscare historic forms. 

SordeUo was publisbed in 1840, and was caviare to the 
general. Bat Browning was not a recluse, and he wanted 
to reach the ears of men and women in bis own generation. 
So he began with a certain bravado the publication in cheap, 
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populär form of a series of poems and dramatic sceues, 
under the fantastical title Belh and Pomegranates, In 
this series, extending from 1841 to 1846, he Struck the note 
again and again, in drama, lyric, and romance, which was 
to be the dominant note of his poetry, that disclosure of the 
soul of man in all manner of circumstances, as if the world 
were to the poet a great laboratory of souls, and he was f or- 
ever to be engaged in solving, dissolving, and resolving the 
elements. The collection included the Cavaiier Tunes, 
Through the Metidja to Ähd-el-Kadr^ The Pied Piper of 
JTamelin, How They brought the Good News from GherU 
to Äix, The Boy and the Angel, and Home Thougktsfrom 
Abroad. 

The series coutained also certain plays, notably A Slot 
in the Scutcheon ; but although Browning, with his inten se 
dramatic nature, could not fail in his writing to aim at dra- 
matic representation on the stage, nature f oiled him at eveiy 
turn ; f or he was too exuberant, too eager in chasing down 
his fancies, and too much absorbed in what may be called 
the chemical properties of his characters, not to be impatient 
at the limitations which the stage presented. 

He was ardently engaged in poetic Interpretation of 
human life when he was suddenly caught in a more per- 
sonal mesh than any of his own weaving. Elizabeth Bar- 
rett was a poet who through inyalidism was practically a 
prisoner. Browning's verses came to her with a fullness 
of meaning, and hers reached him also with such fineness 
of sympathy, that it was not long before their acquaintance 
through writing became a personal attachment. Browning 
offered himself in marriage. He confronted the indom- 
itable refusal of Miss Barrett's f ather. A physician had 
held out hopes that a removal to Italy would give the inva- 
lid a chance to regain some degree of health, but Mr. Bar- 
rett, for some not very clear reason, ref used his consent to 
a journey thither with her brother. It was then that Brown- 
ing, who can readily be conceived of as a masterful man, 
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won Miss Barrett's consent to a sudden and clandestine 
marriage, and a joumey to Italy as bis wife. 

They were married September 12, 1846. For a week 
tbe busband and wife did not see eacb otber. Tben tbey 
met by agreement and went to Paris. Mr. Barrett never 
f orgaye bis dangbter, bat so f ar as Mrs. Browning's physi- 
cal well-being was concerned, it is clear tbat tbe marriage 
gave ber a new lease of lif e ; and wbat seemed at tbe mo- 
ment an audacioos taking of fate into tbeir own bands 
proved to be a case wbere nature obtained ber best of botb. 
Mrs. Browning was indeed let out of prison into a large and 
free lif e. 

Tbe passionate love wbicb Browning bad for bis wife 
often breaks tbrougb tbe tbin sbell of dramatic representa- 
tion. Qne glimpse of it may be bad in By the Fireside, 
Mrs. Browning's flaine-like aspiration enveloped ber bus- 
band in Sonnets from the Portriguese. It is, moreover, a 
strong witness to tbe independence of mind wbicb refused 
to surrender to love, tbat tbougb Mrs. Browning was a 
wistful strainer after ligbt tbrougb tbe mists of spiritual- 
ism, Browning was a sturdy scofBer, as he has made evident 
in more tban one poem. 

During tbe fifteen years of tbeir married lif e tbe Brown- 
ings lived for tbe most part in Italy, witb occasional Sum- 
mers in England and long sojoums in Paris. Browning 
wrote less during tbis period tban be did before and after, 
yet it was midway in tbe time tbat be' publisbed tbe collec- 
tion of poems Men and Women, wbicb many maintain to 
bave marked tbe bigb water of bis genius. In tbis group 
are Love among the Euins, By the Fireside^ The Last 
Bide Together^ The Patriot^ The Twins, Ä Gramma- 
riarCs Funeral. 

The deatb of Mrs. Browning in 1861 closed tbis most 
beaatxful buman companionship. It made also a great 
change in Browning's babit of lifo, and no doubt afiEected 
in important ways bis poetical productiveness. He left 
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Italy for England, where he was educating his son. By 
some Strange caprice he chose to make his home in an ugly 
part of London, and he approached it through a region of 
disorder and squalor. But with his robast nature he denied 
himself the luxury of a persistent solitariness, and litüe bj 
litüe he retumed to society. 

In taking up work again he made excursions in Greek 
literature, reading Euripides once more. He brought to- 
gether a new collection of his poems under the title Drama- 
tis PersoncB, which includes Rabbi Ben Ezra and Prospice, 
and he busied himself in the stränge mass of intrigue and 
cross-purposes which resulted in his greatest poem, The 
Ring and the Book, in 1868. After the publication of that 
the only new departure of his genius was in the g^oap 
of poems built upon the foundation of Greek poetry. In 
1871 appeared Balaiistion's Adventure ; in 1875 Aristo- 
jphanes' Apohgy, and in 1877 The Agamemnon of Mschy- 
lus. These poems represent the thought and criticism of 
a Gothic mind confronting and admiring Greek art and 
thought. Browning in these works is not a reproducer in 
his own terms of Greek lif e ; he is a poet of varied experi- 
ence, who, Coming in contact with a great and distinct mani- 
festation of human life, is moved to strike in here also 
with his thought and f ancy, and, because of the very ele- 
mental nature of the material, to find the keenest delight 
in exercising his genius upon it. 

In the last years of his life, when fame came to him, and 
his versatility made him a ready companion, he led a semi- 
public life. He was in demand in all directions. He read 
widely, talked brilliantly, and kept up a large correspon- 
dence. He added now and then a volume to his collection 
of writings, and his very last, Asolando, which appeared 
almost on the day of his death, bore testimony in its title to 
his affection for Asolo, the village of the silk-spinner Pippa, 
where he was at the time proposing to buy a villa. 

He died in Venice at his son's home, December 12, 1889. 
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He was baried in Westminster Abbey, in the Poets' Cor- 
ner, where he belongs among the great and the little singers 
of England. His moltitudinous verse contains poems which 
have an endoring place in literature, but in the carelessness 
of his profuse nature, he left Time to winnow his lines, and 
many will be blown to the winds. 



THE PIED PIPER OF HAMELIN, AND 

OTHER POEMS. 



PIPPA'S SONG. 



The fiist of Browning's writiiigs to win him popularity was hia 
drama, Pippa Passes. His biographer says of the orig^ of the play : 
'* Mr. Browning was Walking alone, in a wood near Dulwich, when ihe 
image flashed npon him of sope one Walking thns alone through lif e ; 
one apparently too obscnre to leave a trace of his or her passage, 
yet exercising a lasting thongh nnconscions influence at every step of 
it ; and ihe image shaped itself into the little silk-winder of Asolo, 
Felippa, or Fippa." So Pippa sings ihis song, all unaware that two 
goilty souls overhear her, and are suddenly made oonsoious of their 
gailt. 

The year 's at the spring 
And day 's at the mom ; 
Moming'satseven; 
The hillside 's dew-pearled ; 
The lark 's on the wing ; 
The snail 's on the thom : 
God 's in his heaven — 
All 's right with the world I 



CAVALIER TUNES. 

These three songs were inclnded by Browning in a general g^np of 
Dramatic Lyrics. These, the poet says, are ** often lyrie in expres- 
sion, always drama tio in principle, and so many ntterances of so many 
persons, not mine.'' Thus, these CavcUier Tunes are the 
ted songs of followers of Charles I. and enemies of Oliver 
Lwell and the Ronndheads. The ibird was originaUy entitled 



2 MARCHING ALONG, 

My Wife Gertrude, bnfc "«raa fenamed by ihe author. It is sappoeed 
to be sung by a party oi gentlemen as they saddle pieparatory to 
relieving a beaieged Castle. The three songs have been set to miiac 
by Dr. ViUiera Stanford. 

I. MARCHING ALONG. 

Kentish Sir Byng stood for his King, 
Bidding the crop-headed Parliament swing : 
And, pressing a troop unable to stoop 
And see the rogues flourish and honest folk droop, 
5 Marched them along, fif ty-score streng, 
Great-hearted gentlemen, singing this song. 

God for King Charles ! Pyip and such carles 

To the Devil that prompts 'em their treasonous 

parles ! 
Cavaliers, up ! Lips from the cup, 
10 Hands from the pasty, nor bite take nor sup 
Tillyou're— 

Chorus. — Marching along, fifty-score streng, 
Great-hearted gentlemen, singing 
this song. 

Hampden to hell, and his obsequies' knell. 
Serve Hazelrig, Fiennes, and young Harry as well ! 
15 England, good cheer I Rupert is near ! 
Kentish and loyalists, keep we not here, 

1. There was a streng following of the king in Kent, so that, 
not long before the end of the war, Fairfax had to suppress an 
insurrection there. Browning probably used the name Byng 
with no more direct ref erence than would be inf erred from the 
fact that the Byngs were a Kentish family. The great admiraj, 
Sir George Byng, was from the county. 

14. Siz years before, Browning had written his drama qfjf 
Strafford, and in that had used the historic figures of Hampd 
Fiennes, Pym, and Sir Henry Yane, the " young Harry " of tb 
line. 
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Cho. — Marching along, fif ty-score strong, 

Great-hearted gentlemen, singing this 
song? 

Then, God f or King Charles I Pym and his snarls 
20 To the Devil that pricks on such pestilent carles ! 
Hold by the right, you double your might ; 
So, onward to Nottingham, fresh f or the fight, 
Cho. — March we along, fif ty-score strong, 

Great-hearted gentlemen, singing this 
song! 



n. GIVE A ROUSE. 

King Charles, and who '11 do him right now ? 
King Charles, and who 's ripe for fight now? 
Give a rouse : here 's, in hell's despite now, 
King Charles ! 

ö Who gave me the goods that went since? 
Who raised me the house that sank once ? 
Who helped me to gold I spent since ? 
Who f ound me in wine you drank once ? 

Cho. — King Charles, and who 'U do him right 

now? 
10 King Charles, and who 's ripe for fight 

now? 
Give a rouse : here 's, in heU's despite 

now, 
King Charles ! 

22. There is no further historical basis for these Cavcdier 
Tunes tban tbe general condition of affairs, but it will be remem- 
bered that the king raised bis Standard at Nottingbam, August 
22, 1642, and there began to gather bis followers about him. 



4 BOOT AND SADDLE. 

To whom used my boy George quaff eise, 
By the old fGoFs side that begot bim? 
lA For whom did be cbeer and laugb eise, 
While Noll's damned troopers sbot bim ? 

Cho. — King Cbarles, and wbo 'U do bim right 

now? 
King Cbarles, and wbo 's ripe for fight 

now? 
Gi ve a rouse : bere 's, in bell's despite now, 
90 King Cbarles ! 

III. BOOT AND SADDLE. 

Boot, saddle, to borse, and away! 
Rescue my Castle bef ore tbe bot day 
Brigbtens to blue f rom its silvery gray. 
Cho. — Boot, saddle, to borse, and away ! 

5 Bide past tbe suburbs, asleep as you 'd say ; 
Many 's tbe friend tbere, will listen and pray 
"God's luck to gallants tbat strike up tbe lay — 
Cho. — Boot, saddle, to borse, and away ! " 

Forty miles off, like a roebuck at bay, 
10 Flouts Castle Braneepetb tbe Boundbeads' array : 
Wbo laugbs, " Good fellows ere tbis, by my f ay, 
Cho. — Boot, saddle, to borse, and away ! " 

Wbo ? My wife Gertrude ; tbat, bonest and gay, 
Laugbs wben you talk of surrendering, " Nay ! 
15 1 've better counsellors ; wbat counsel tbey? 
Cho. — Boot, saddle, to borse, and away I " 

' 10. There is a Castle Brancepeth near Durham. Was ifc be- 
sieged in the civil war ? 
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THE LOST LEADER. 

Browning was beset with qnestions by people asking if he ref erred 
to Wordswordi jm this poem. He answered the qnestion more than 
once, as an artist would : the following letter to Bev. A. B. Grosart, 
the editor of Wordsworth's Prose Works, sufficiently states his posi- 
üon. 

" 19 Warwick-Crefloent, W., Feh. 24, »75. 

" Dbab Mb. Gbosabt, — I have been asked the qnestion you now 
address me wiih, and as duly answered it, I can't remember how 
many times ; there is no sort of objection to one more assurance or 
rather conf ession, on my part, that I did in my hasty yonth presume 
to nse the great and venerated personality of Wordsworth as a sort of 
painter's model ; one £rom which this or the other particolar f eature 
may be selected and tnmed to aoconnt ; had I intended more, above 
all, snoh a boldness as portraying the entire man, I should not have 
talked about 'handfuls of silver and bits of ribbon.' These never 
inflnenoed the ohange of politics in the great poet, whose def ection, 
nevertheless, accompanied as it was by a regulär faoe-about of his 
special party, was to my juvenile apprehension, and even mature 
eimsideration, an event to deplore. But just as in tiie tapestry on my 
wall I can recogpaize fignres whioh have Struck out a fancy, on occa- 
sion, that thongh tmly enongh thus derived, yet would be preposter- 
ons as a copy, so, though I dare not deny the original of my little 
poem, I altogether ref use to have it considered as the * very effig^es ' 
of such a moral and intellectnal superiority. 

"Faithfullyyonrs, 

"ROBEBT BbOWNING." 

Just for a handf ul of silver he left us, 

Just for a riband to stick in his coat — 
Found the one gift of which fortune bereft us. 
Lost all the others she lets us devote ; 
6 They, with the gold to give, doled him out silver, 
So much was theirs who so little allowed : 
How all our copper had gone for his Service ! 

Bags — were they purple, his heart had been 
proud ! 
We that had loved him so, foUowed him, honored 
him, 



6 THE LOST LEADER. 

1. Lived in bis mUd and magnificent eye, 
Learned his great language, caught his clear ac- 
cents, 
Made him our pattern to live and to die ! 
Shakespeare was of us, Milton was for us, 

Burns, Shelley, were with us, — they watch f rom 
their graves ! 
15 He alone breaks from the van and the freemen, — 
He alone sinks to the rear and the slaves ! 
We shall march prospering, — not through his pre- 
sence ; 
Songs may inspirit us, — not from his lyre ; 
Deeds will be done, — while he boasts his quies- 
cence, 
20 Still bidding crouch whom the rest bade aspire : 
Blot out his name, then, record one lost soul more, 
One task more declined, one more footpath un- 
trod, 
One more devüs'-triumph and sorrow for angels, 
One wrong more to man, one more insult to God ! 
25 Lif e's night begins : let him never come back to us ! 
There would be doubt, hesitation and pain, 
Forced praise on our part — the glimmer of twi- 

light, 

Never glad confident morning again ! 
Best fight on well, for we taught him — strike gal- 
lantly, 
30 Menace our heart ere we master his own ; 
Then let him reoeive the new knowledge and wait 

US, 

Fardoned in heaven, the first by the throne I 



THE PATRIOT, 7 

THE PATRIOT. 

AN OLD STORY. 

In the first form of this poem, the scene was laid in Brescia, and it 
was natnrally inf erred that the poet had Arnold of Brescia in mind ; 
but he denied the inference. It is imaginative, not historical, in its 
dramatio action. It was possihly to relieve the poem of its apparent 
distinct reference to history that he removed the name of Brescit» 
when reyising his poems. 

It was roses, roses, all the way, 

With myrtle mixed in my path like mad: 
The house-roofs seemed to heave and sway, 
The church-spires flamed, such flags they had, 
6 A year ago on this very day. 

The air broke into a mist with bells, 

The old walls rocked with the crowd and eries. 

Had I Said, " Good f olk, mere noise repels — 
But give me your sun from yonder skies ! " 
10 They had answered, "And afterward, what eise? " 

Alack, it was I who leaped at the sun 
To give it my loving f riends to keep ! 

Naught man could do, have I lef t undone : 
And you see my harvest, what I reap 
15 This very day, now a year is run. 

There 's nobody on the house-tops now — 
Just a palsied f ew at the Windows set ; 

For the best of the sight is, all allow, 
At the Shambles' Gate — or, better yet, 
20 By the very scafFold's foot, I trow. 



8 HOW THEY BROUGHT THE GOOD NEWS. 

I go in the rain, and, more than needs, 
A rope cuts both my wrists behind ; 

And I think, by the feel, my forebead bleeds, 
For they fling, whoever has a mind, 
35 Stones at me for my year's misdeeds. 

Thus I entered, and thus I go ! 

In triumphs, people have dropped down dead. 
" Paid by the world, what dost thou owe 

Me ? " — God might question ; now instead, 
80 'T is God shall repay : I am safer so. 



« HOW THEY BROUGHT THE GOOD NEWS 
FROM GHENT TO AIX." 

Browning wrote to an American inquirer abont tiiis poem : " There 
is no sort of historical f oundation for the poem abont *' Good Xews 
from Ghent/ I wrote it under the bnlwark of a vessel, off ihe 
Af rican coast, af ter I had been at sea long enongh to appreciate even 
the f ancy of a gallop on the back of a certain good horse * York,' then 
in my stähle at home. It was written in pencil on the fly-leaf of 
Bartoli's Simbolij I remember." It is interesting to see how, forty 
years later, Browning was writing a poem on Bartoli, in his Parley- 
ings with Certain People of Importance in their Day. As for the stages 
in this ride, a reader with a suificiently minnte map by him can trace 
the progress from Ghent across Belginm to Aiz-la-Chapelle, a distance 
as the crow flies of between fif ty and sizty miles. 

[16- ] 

I SPRANG to the stirrup, and Joris, and he ; 

I galloped, Dirck galloped, we galloped all three ; 

" Good speed 1 " cried the watch, as the gate-bolts 

undrew ; 
" Speed ! " echoed the wall to us galloping through ; 
6 Behind shut the postem, the lights sank to rest, 
And into the midnight we galloped abreast. 
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Not a word to each other; we kept the great pace 
Neck by neck, stride by stride, never changing our 

place; 
I tumed in my saddle and made its girths tight, 
loThen shortened each stirrup, and set the pique 

right, 
Kebuckled the cheek-strap, chained slacker the bit, 
Nor galloped less steadily Boland a whit. 

'T was moonset at starting ; but while we drew near 
Lokeren, the cocks crew and twilight dawned 

clear; 
15 At Boom, a great yellow star came out to see ; 
At Düffeld, 't was morning as piain as could be ; 
And from Mecheln church-steeple we heard the 

half-chime, 
So Joris broke silence with, " Yet there is time ! " 

^'^At Aershot, up leaped of a sudden the sun, 
'20 And against him the cattle stood black every one, 
To Stare through the mist at us galloping past, 
And I saw my stout gaUoper Boland at last, 
With resolute Shoulders, each butting away 
The haze, as some blu£F river headland its spray : 

2^ And his' low head and crest, just one sharp ear beut 
back 
For my voice, and the other pricked out on his 

track; 
And one eye's black intelligence, — ever that glance 
O'er its white edge at me, his own master, askance ! 
And the thick heavy spume-flakes which aye and 
anon 
30 His fierce Ups shook upwards in galloping on. 
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By Hasselt, Dirck groaned ; and cried Joris, " Stay 
spur! 

Your Koos galloped bravely, the fault 's not in her, 
We 'U remember at Aix " — f or one heard the quick 
wheeze 

0£ her ehest, saw the stretched neck and stagger- 
ing knees, 
35 And sunk tail, and horrible heave of the flank, 
As down on her haunches she shuddered and sank. 

So, we were left galloping, Joris and I, 
Past Looz and past Tongres, no cloud in the sky ; 
The broad sun above laughed a pitiless laugh, 
40 'Neath our f eet broke the brittle bright stubble like 
chaff ; 
Till over by Dalhem a dome-spire sprang white, 
And " Gallop," gasped Joris,* " f or Aix is in sight ! " 

"How they'll greet us!" — and aU in a moment 

bis roan 
Bolled neck and croup over, lay dead as a stone ; 
45 And there was my Boland to bear the whole weight 
Of the news which alone coidd save Aix f rom her f ate, 
With his nostrils like pits füll of blood to the brim, 
And with circles of red for his eye-sockets' rim. 

Then I cast loose my buff-coat, each holster let fall, 
50 Shook off both my jack-boots, let go belt and all, 
Stood up in the stirrup, leaned, patted his ear, 
Called my Roland his pet-name, my horse without 

peer; 
Clapped my hands, laughed and sang, any noise, 

bad or good, 
Till at length into Aix Roland galloped and stood. 
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55 And all I remember is — f riends flocking round 
As I sat with bis head 'twixt my knees on the 

ground; 
And no voice but was praising this ßoland of 

mine, 
As I poured down bis tbroat our last measure of 

wine, 
Wbicb (tbe burgesses voted by common consent) 
60 Was no more than bis due wbo brougbt ffood news 

fromGhent. ' 



THROUGH THE METIDJA TO ABD-EL-KADR. 

The date of this poem, 1842, intimates that Browning -wrote it dnr- 
ing the interest which was excited by the Arab chief tain whose name 
signifies ^* Serrant of God." Abd-el-Kader led his Algerian country- 
men against the French, and showed a courage and skill which pnt 
him at the head of the Arab tribes. The French finally invaded 
Algeria in 1841 with a yery large army, and tiiongh Abd-el-Kader 
kept them long at bky, he was finally captnred in 1847. In this poem 
Browning imagines one of Abd-el-Kader's followers riding through 
the desert to join his leader. 

As I ride, as I ride, 
Witb a füll beart for my guide, 
So its tide rocks my side, 
As I ride, as I ride, 
ö Tbat, as I were double-eyed, 
He, in wbom our Tribes confide, 
Is descried, ways untried, 
As I ride, as I ride. 

As I ride, as I ride 
10 To our Cbief and bis Allied, 
Wbo dares cbide my beart's pride 
As I ride, as I ride ? 
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Or are witnesses denied — 
Through the desert waste and wide 
M Do I glide unespied 
As I ride, as I ride ? 

As I ride, as I ride, 
When an inner voice has cried, 
The sands slide, nor abide 
20 (As I ride, as I ride) 
O'er each visioned homieide 
That came vaunting (has he lied ?) 
To reside — where he died, 
As I ride, as I ride. 

36 As I ride, as I ride 

Ne'er has spur my swift horse plied, 

Yet his hide, streaked and pied, 

As I ride, as I ride, 

Shows where sweat has sprung and dried, — 
80 Zebra-f ooted, ostrich-thighed — 

How has vied stride with stride 

Aa I ride, as I ride ! 

As I ride, as I ride, 

Could I loose what Fate has tied, 

35 Ere I pried, she should hide 
(As I ride, as I ride) 
All that 's meant me — satisfied 
When the Prophet and the Bride 
Stop veins I 'd have subside 

40 As I ride, as I ride ! 
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THE PIED PIPER OF HAMELIN. 
A child's stoby. 

{WrittenfoTj and inscribed to, W, 3f. the Younger.) 

Macready's eldest son when a ohild was confined to the honse by 
illneas, and Biowning' wrote this jeu d'esprit to amnse the child and 
give him a siibjeot f or ülnstrative drawings. Browning might have 
got the stpry £rom varions sonrces, as from Bnrton's Anatomy of Mel- 
ancholy and Howell's Familiär Letters ; bat the mostlikely source was 
the earliest English aecount by Richard Verstegan in bis BestittUion 
of Decayed IrUelligence, pnbliahed in 1605. Dr. Samuel Johnson re- 
fers to the tale in an allnsive f ashion in bis Taxation no Tyranny. 

; ^ Hamelin Toyn 's in Brunswick, \ \ 
By f amous HaiiDver city ; \ \ 

The river "Wfeser, deep and wide, \ n^ 
Washes its ^^dl on the southern side ; > 
5* A pleasanter spot y</i ne^er spied ; \ i 
But when beginsimy ditty, 

Almost five hundred years ago, 
To see the townsfolk suffer so 
From ve^, was a pity. 

/■ 
II. 

10 BatsI 
They f ought the dogsiand kiUed the cats. 

And bit the babies/in the eradles, 
And ate the cheesesf>ut of the vats, 

And licked the soup from the cooks' own ladles, 
15 Split open the kegs of salted sprats, 
Made nests inside men's Sunday bats, 
And even spoile^ the women's chats 
By drowning their speaking 
With shrieking and squeaking 
ao In fif ty different^arps and flats. 
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14 TKE PIED PIPER OF HAMELIN. t ^ J ' 

/ in. 

/ At last the people in a bod' 

To the Town Hall came ^Qockmj 
" 'T is clear,"^cried they, " our Mayor 's a noddy ; 1 
And as f or our Corj^dralbion — shocking 
25 To think we buy gownslliaed with ermine 
For dolts that ^n't or wom't determine ^- 
What 's best to rid us oJE our yernuBr! 
Youhope, because you 're old and obese,^ 
J"- ^ (Co finjl in the fuiry civic robe ease ? J 
^ J so^ m i fl o %i p, liirn ! ^e jpur brains a racking 
[yf/^ ^^ \Xo finl the remedy we 're lackink, 

, r ^ Ör, siire as fate,jwre '11 send you ^cking ! " 
,x ^ ■ At this theQlajpTTand Corporation l^* 

Quaked with a mighiy constemaraon. f 

85 An boujr they sat in Council ; 
\ At length the Ma^i .bif)ke silence : j 

\ :^f ."JPer ji^guilder'l'd mj eMnine gown seil, *. . . 

'({ys easy to bi^on4 rack one's brain — , ;L- " 
40 1 'm sure ony poor head aches again^ v c < r. » ^ •^•* " • * | 

I 've^ratched it so, and all in vain. 

Oh '£qp' a trap, a trap, ,a .tr af I " 
V . Just as he said this, ^hat sl\oul<l h 
r# At the chamber-dpor but a genöe Tap ? 
' -».tUBaea^s," cHed the Mayo^ " wli^t 's that ? " ^^ . .^ 

(With the Corporation as he sat, r . '' 

Looking little though wondrous f at ; 

Noi? brighter was his eye, nor moister 

Than a too-long-opened oyster, 
60 Save when at noon his paunqh grew mutinous 
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For a plate of turtle green and glutinous) 
'* Only a scr aping o f shoes on the mat? l '«j '. * 
Anything ^^1!5e sound öTa rSCtr — ic^^ / * 
Makes my heart go pit-a-pat ! " ^ ^ ^ jjjt ' 

V. ^ 

55 " Come in ! " the Mayor eried, looking blgger : 
And^in did come the strängest figare ! 
His queer long coat from heel to head 
Was half of yellow and half of red, f y ' 

And he ymseji was taU and thin, aM/^*"' "*^ ' 

60 With sharp blue eyes, eaeh like a pin, / ' ( t*'^^J 
And light loose hair, ^ej swarthy skin, ^*L«^^ 
No tuf t on cheek nor beard on chin, \ [A 

But ups yhere^ smiles went out and in ; ^ \^ 
There was n/^^esguip; his kith and kin : uJ \ -^ ' ■ ' 

& And nobody could/no ugh admire v * i\j^ 
The tall man andAiis quaint attire. 
V QuoE^ne: " It s as my great-grandsire, r^^^ ^ ^^ / 
'^ ' at the Trump of Doom's JaMac, "" < 

Lis^g^Tromhis painted tombstone! " 




^ ' 



70 He advanced to the council-table : 
And, " Please your honors," said he, " I 'm able, 
By means of a secret charm, to draw 
. .. All creatures liying^beneath the sun, 
}■ That creep or swim or fly or run, ; 

75 After me so as you never saw ! . ' 

And I chiefly use my charm 
On creatures that do people härm, 
The mole and iQad and newt and viper ; , . - 

^4?id people call Die theJPied Piper.". 

80 (And here they noticed round his neck 
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\ ^. A scarf of red and yellow stripe, 
t^ i Vi-I gjnatQ h with bis coat of the self-same cheque ; 
And at the scarf 's end buns: a pipe ; 
And Ws fingers, they noticS, we^;ver straying 
85 As if impatient to be playing ''it^i'* 

üpon tbis pipe, as lo w it dangl ed j-^Jikp^^ 
yOver bis vesture so (6Id-fangle3^ ' f^' - f^ 
;^ - • *' Yet," Said be, ".poor piperj^ramT"*^ r^^^fr^^ 

f H In Tartary I freed tbe Cbam, ^^ ^ ölS^* ttV' ' 

/ Y 90 Last ^Jun9^"fibmTiis buge swarms of gnats ; 
I eased in Asia tbe Nizam 
Of a monstrous brood of vampire-bats ; 
And as f or wbat your brain bewilders, 
If I can rid your \xJni of rats 
' 85 Will you give me/ tbousand guilders? " 

" One ? fif ty tbousand I " — was tbe exclamation 
Of tbe astonisbed Mayor and Corporation. 

1^ vn. 

, Into tbe Street the Piper stept, 
; % , Smiling first a little ßmile, 

^<^ , 100 As if he knew Abat magie slept 
In bis quieypipe tbe while ; 
Then, like a musical adept, 
To blow tbe pipe bis Ups be wrinkled. 
And green and blue bis sharp eyes twinkled, 
105 liike a candle-flame wtere salt is sprinkled ; . 

And ere three dfrill notes tbe pipe uttered, . «^ 
You beard as S an army muttered ; ^ y 

And tbe mutte Jiug grew to a grumbling ; ^ 
And the grumbling grew to a mighty rumbling ; 

89. The Great Cham or Khan of Tartary was a figare made 
familiär to Europe in the Pied Piper's day by Marco Polo, the 
Yenetian traveller. 
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110 And ^fc^^ the holuies ^e rats came 

Great rats, small rats, lean rats, brawnyrats, 
Brown rats, black rats, gray rats, tawny rats, 
Grave old plodders, gay young f riskers, 
Fathers, mothers, uncles, cousins, 
115 Cocking tails and pricking whiskers, 
Families by tens and dozens, 
Brothers, sisters, husbands, wives — 
FoUowed the Piper for«their lives. 
From Street to street US piped advancing, 
V 120 Ands tep for step th^ followed^dancing;' 
^ •"'^^n tp the y came to the river Weser, 

biereiä all plunged and perished!^^' 
— Save one jgjho, stout as Julius Caesar, * ' *[- t*- 

Swam aeross and lived to carry i\, 

las (^ As he, the manuscript he cherished) v 

To Kat-land hoine his commentary : 
Which was, " At the first shrill notes of the pipe, 
I heard a soundlas'of scraping tripe, r, ^^*.-*{ 
And p utting apples, wondrous ripe, ^*^' '^' 
130 Into a cider-press's gripe : 

And a moving away of pickle-tub boards, '^' ' / / 
And a leaving ajar of conserve-cupboards, • 
And a drawing the corks of train-oil flasks, wt v 
And a b reAi ng the hoops of butter casks i i ^ , 
135 And it seemed as^ a voice 
' (SwieieföffS than by harp or by psaltery)' 
iTs breathed^calied out, * Öh rats, rejoice I 
The wöHIis grown to one vast drysaltery I 
So munch on, crunch on, take your nuncheon, 
140 Breakfast, supper, dinner, luncheon ! ' 
Aa^d justas a bulky sugar-puncheon, ' ^ 
^ready staved, like a great sun shone 
Glorious scäs^ce an inch bef ore me, 
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Just as metnm%ilf it said, ' Come, bore me ! ' 
145 — I found the Weser rollin^ p *er me.'y 




VIII. 

You should have heard the Hamelin people 
y V Kinging the bells tili they rocked the steeple. 
" Go," cried the Mayor, " and get long poles, 
Poke out the nests and block up the holes ! 
150 Consult with carpenters and builders, 
"< And leaye in our town n^ ej;en a trace 
Of the rats ! " ^- when sua^enly, up the face 
Of the Piper perked in the market-place, 
With a, " First, if you please, my thousand guild- 
ers ! " 

IX. 

155 A thousand guilders ! The Mayor looked blue ; 
So did the Corporation too. 
For Council dinners made rare havoc 
With Ciaret, Moselle, Vin-de-Grave, Hock ; 
And half the money would replenish i' 

160 Their cellar's biggest butt with Bbenish. , (Jy^ 

To pay this sum to a wanderini fellow i3^^ ^ 

With a gypsy coat of red andi^Uow ! (w^ 
" Beside," quotb the Mayor with a knowing wink, 
"Our business was done at the river's brink ; 
^^ 165 We saw with our eyes the vermin sink. 

And what 's dead can't come to life, I think. 
So, friend, we 're not the folks to shrink ^ 
From the duty of ^ving^ you something for drink, 
** And a matter of money to put in your poke ; 
Vfo But as for the tuilders, what we spoke 

.Of them, a^yoAvery well know, was in joke. ' 
Beside, our losses have made us thrif ty. 
A thousand guilders ! Come, take fifty ! " 
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The Piper's f sLce feil, and he cried, 
175 " No tfriflj py! I can't wait, beside ! 

I 've promised to visit by dinner time 

Bagdat, and accept the prime v« • ^*^ 

/ / 7 Of th e Head-Cook ^s pottage, all he|a rißt iu^,^^ ^ - 
' // For B^ ing 1^ , in tlie Caüph^s kitchen, t 

180 Of a nest of scorpions no survivor : v v y '^ 

With him I prove d no ba rgaln - jjjxjei:^ . . ....•*i^^ ^ 

With you, don't think I '11 bäte a stiver ! 

And f olks who put me in a passion 

May find tpe pipfe after another fashion." * , '■ e i • 

XI. 

185 " How ? " eried the Mayor, " d' ye think I brook 
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worse treated than a Cook ? * ' 

)y a lazy ribald 
With idle pipe and vesture piebald ? 
You threaten us, fellow? JDo j^ur worst, 
190 Blow your pipe ther^til^yoi^urst ! " 

xn. 

« 

* Onee more he itept into the street, 
And to bis lips again 
Laid his long pipe of smooth straight cane ; /. ,' , 

And ere he blew three notes (such sweet ^ *• • ' 
i»5 Soft notes »ay yet musician's cunning , / 

Never gave the ^raptured air) 
-— There was a rustling that seemed like a bustling 

Of merry crowds justling at pitcEing and hustling; • ■ • 
Small f eet were pattering, wooden shoes clattering, 
200 Little hands clapping and little tongues chattering, 
And J@^ f owls in a farm-yard when ^barley is scat« 
/ tering, / 
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Out came the chUdreik^n^ni^. 
All the little boys and girEj"^ 
With rosy cheeks and flaxen curls, ^'\^ 

"»6 And sparkling eyes and teeth like pearb, 
> Trippmg and skipping, ran m^rrDr^rfter ^ 
The wonderful music with i^outi^^and laughter. 

xnr. 

mW* 

The Mayor was dmnb, and the Council s 
As if they were changed into blocks o£ wood, 

210 ünable to move a step, or cry 

• To the children merrily skipping by, 
— Could only f ollow with the eye 
That joyous crowd at the Piper's back 
But how the Mayor was on the raek, 

2M And the wretched Council's bosoms beat, "^^ 

As the Piper turned from the High Street \ M^ ^ \ 
To where the Weser rolied its waters ^v ' x 

Bight in the way of their sons and daughte^ai 
However, he tumed fiom South to West, \ Q^,.^ ' 

220 And to Koppelberg r^iSi his steps addressedy ^»^ " * 
And af ter him the children pressed ; ->I^ 

Great was the joy in every breast. ,«,* ^v ,^ i^^** ' -^ • ' 
" He never can cross that mightytop I ^S^ 

He 's forced to let the piping drop, ^ * ' 

22Ö And we shall see our children stop ! " » 
When, lö, as they reached the mountain-side, 
A wondrous portal opened wide, 
As if a cavern was suddenly hollowed ; 
And the Piper advanced and the children fol- 
lowed, 

2.10 And when all were in to the very last, 
^pie door in the mountain-side shut fast. 
Did I. say, Vll ? No ! O&^was lame, 
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And could not dai^e th^whole of the way ; 

And in after yearsj^^fyou would blaipflif 
235 His sadness, he was ttsed ixr say, — 

" It 's dull in our town since my playmates lef t ! 

I can't f orget thap I 'm beref t ^ 

Of all the pleasapt sights they see,"y I ^ ^^x '^ * 

Which the Pip^ also promised me. j «^ 
240 For he led us, he S|&.id, to a joyous land, 

Joining the townyand just at hand, 
A«ad|/^Ker5 waters g^shed and fruit-trees grew 

And flowers put forth a fairer hue, 

And everything was stränge and new ; 
2« The spjtrro^s v^re brighter C^a^ p^^acocji^s kere, 

And their dogs outran our fallow deer, 

And honey-bees had lost their stings, 

And horses were born with eagles' wings : / 

And just as Wbecame WliSß^t-^- ^^f * y-a"^'* r-f-^' r 
250 JTy'Tame foot would be speedily cured, ^ fttf^>-r-^^* '*^ ^^ 

The music stopped and I stood stiU, 

And found myself outside the hill, 

Left alone against my will, 
' - ' '-^o gd now limping as bef ore, 
255 And never hear of that country more ! " 

XIV. 

Alas, alas ! for Hamelin I 

There came into many a burgher's pate 

A text which says that heaven's gate 

Opes to the rieh at as easy rate 
260 As the needle's eye takes a camel in ! 

The Mayor sent East, West, NorÜi, and Southy ' .' 

To ofEer the Piper, by word of mouth, 

Wherever it was men's lot to find Mm, 
Silver and gold to hi» heart's content^ 
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265 If he 'd only retum the way he went, 
And bring the children behind him. 
Bat when they saw 't was a lost endeavor, 
And Piper and dancers were gone f orever, 
They made a decree that Ikwyers never 

270 Sbould think their records dated duly 
If , after the day of the month and year, 
These words did not as well appear, 
" And so long after what happened here 
On the Twenty-second of July, 

275 Thirteen hundred and seventy-six : " 
And the better in memory to fix 
The place of the children's last re^imt, 
, They caUed it the Pied Piper's fetre^T— 
Where any one playing on jipe or taboE-^- ("^ 

280 Was sure for the future to Iqsd his labor. ^ /i 
Nor suffered they hostelry or tavem ^* v< ^ EJT^ 

To shock with mirth a street so solemuj 
But opposite the place of the cavern 

They wrote the story on a column, ^ . 

285 And on the great church-window painted /^*" 
The same, to make the world acquainted 
How their children were stolen away, 
And there it Stands to this very day. 
And I must not omit to say 

290 That in Transylvania there 's a tribe 
Of alien people who ascribe 
The outlandish ways and dress 
On which their neighbors lay such stress, 

275. So Verstegan ; but another writer, seventy years later, 
Nathaniel Wanley, in his TJie Wonders of the Lüde World, is 
equally exact in giving another date, June 26, 1284. Howell, 
writing in 1647, says loosely, "a matter of two hundred and 
fifty yeers since." 
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To their f athers and mothers having risen 
295 Out of some subterraneous prison 
Into which they were trepanned 
Long time ago in a mighty band 
Out of Hamelin town in Brunswick land, 
But how or why, they don't understand. 

XV. 

«00 So, Willy, let me and you be wipers 

Of scores out with all men — especially pipers I 
And, whether they pipe us free fröm rats or from 

mice, 
If we've promised them aught, let us keep our 

promise ! 



MEETING AT NIGHT. 

This and its companion pieoe were published originally simply as 
Night and Moming. 

The gray sea and the long black land ; 
And the yellow half-moon large and low ; 
And the startled little waves that leap 
In fiery ringlets from their sleep, 
5 As I gain the cove with pushing prow, 
And quench its speed i' the slushy sand. 

Then a mile of warm sea-scented beaeh ; 
Three fields to cross tili a f arm appears ; 
A tap at the pane, the quick sharp Scratch 
10 And blue spurt of a lighted match, 
And a voice less loud, through its joys and fears, 
Than the two hearts beating each to each I 



24 LOVE AMONG THE RUINS. 



PARTING AT MORNING. 

Round the cape of a sudden came the sea, 
And the sun looked over the mountain's rim : 
And straight was a path of gold f or him, 
And the need of a world of men f or me. 



LOVE AMONG THE RUINS. 

Written at Borne in the winter of 1853-1854, and included at fiist 
in Men and Women, tiie collection which contains the strengest of 
Browning's poems, dealing with love between man and woman. He 
had then been married about eight years. 

Where the quiet-colored end of evening smiles 

Miles and miles 
On the solitary pastures where our sheep 
Half-asleep 
öTinkle homeward through the twilight, stray or 
stop 

As they crop — 
Was the site onee of a city great and gay, 

(So they say) 
Of our country's very eapital, its prince 
10 Ages since 

Held his court in, gathered Councils, wielding far 
Peace or war. 

Now, — the country does not even boast a tree, 

As you see, 
15 To distinguish slopes of verdure, certain rills 

From the hills 
Intersect and give a name to, (eise they run 

Into one,) 
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Where th^ domed and daring palace shöt its spires 
20 Up like fires 

O'er the hundred-gated circuit of a. wall 

Bounding all, 
Made o£ marble, men nught march on nor be 
pressed, 

Twelve abreast. 

25 And such, plenty and perf ection, see, of grass 
Never was ! 
Suck a carpet as, this summer-time, o'erspreads 

And embeds 
Every vestige of the city, guQssed alone, 
30 Stock or stone — 

Where a multitude of men breathed joy and woe 

Long ago ; 
Lust of glory pricked their hearts up, dread of 
shame 

Struck them tarne ; 
35 And that glory and that shame alike, the gold 
Bought and sold. 

Now, — the ringle little turret that remains 

On the plains, 
By the eaper overrooted, by the gourd 
40 Overscored, 

While the patching houseleek's head of blossom 
Winks 

Throughthechinks — 
Marks the basement whence a tower in ancient time 
Sprang sublime, 
45 And a buming ring, all round, the chariots traced 
As they raced. 
And the monarch and his minions and his dames 
Viewed the games. 
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And I know, while thus the quiet-colored eve 
50 Smiles to leave 

To their f olding, all our many-tinkling fleece 

In such peace, 
And the slopes and rills in undistingaislied gray 
Melt away — 
55 That a girl with eager eyes and yellow hair 
Waits me there 
In the turret whence the charioteers caught sonl 

Por the goal, 
When the king looked, where she looks now, breath- 
less, dumb 
60 Till I come. 

But he looked upon the city, every aide, 

Far and wide, 
All the mountains topped with temples, all the 
glades' 

Colonnades, 
65 All the causeys, bridges, aqueducts, — and then, 
All the men ! 
When I do come, she will speak not, she will stand, 

Either band 
On my Shoulder, give her eyes the first embrace 
70 Of my face, 

Ere we rush, ere we extinguish sight and speech 
Each on each. 

In one year they sent a million fighters f orth 

South and North, 
75 And they built their gods a brazen pillar high 

As the sky, 
Yet reserved a thousand chariots in füll f orce — 

Gold, of course. 
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Oh heart ! oh blood that f reezes, blood that bums ! 
80 Earth's returns 

For whole centuries o£ f olly, noise and sin ! 

Shut them in, 
With their triumphs and their glories and the riest I 

Love is best. 

TfifE TWINS. 

"Give" and '*It-Bhall-be-given-imto-you." 

Ori^nally pnbliähed in 1854, in connection -with a poem by Mis. 
Browning, A Plea for the Bagged Schools of London^ in a volume 
issned by Mrs. Browning's sister for a bazaar to benefit the *^ Befuge 
for Yonng Destitute Girls." The poem is a poeücal rendering of a 
passage from Lnther's Table Talk : ** There is in Anstria a monaatery 
-which, in former times, was yery rieh, and remained rieh so long as it 
was charitable to the poor ; bat when it ceased to give, then it became 
indig^nt) and is so to this day. Not long since, a poor man went there 
and solicited alms, which was denied him ; he demanded the cause 
why they refused to give for God's sake. The porter of the monaa- 
tery answered, ^We are beoome poor;' whereupon the mendicant 
Said : ' The cause of your poverty is this : Ye had f ormerly in this 
monaatery two brethren, the one named Date [Latin for "give "] and 
the other Dabitur [" it shall be given you "]. The former ye thrust 
out, and the other went o^ay of himself .' " 

Grand roagh old Martin Luther 
Bloomed f ables — flowers on furze, 

The better the uneouther : 
Do roses stick like burrs ? 

5 A beggar asked an ahns 
One day at an abbey-door, 
Sajd Luther ; but, seized with qualms, 
The Abbot replied, " We 're poorl 

l 
" Poor, who had plenty onee, 

10 When gif ts feil thick as rain : 
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But they give us naught, for the nonce, 
And how should we give again ? " 

Then the beggar, " See your sins I 
Of old, unless I err, 
15 Ye had brothers for inmates, twins, 
Date and Dabitur. 

" Wbile Date was in good case 

Dabitur flourished too : 
For Dabitur's lenten face 
20 No wonder if Date rue. 

" Would ye retrieve the one ? 

Try and make plump the other ! 
When Date's penance is done, 

Dabitur helps his brother. 

25 " Only, beware relapse 1 " 

The Abbot hung his hjead. 
This beggar might be perhi^s 
An angel, Luther said. 

\ 
\. 

INCIDENT OF THE FRENCH ^CAMP. 

The storming of Ratisbon took place in May, 1809\diirmg Napo- 
leon's Austrian campaign. Mrs. Orr reports the incidenY' ^ ^ actnal 
faot, except that the hero was a man, not a boy. 

You know, we French stormed Batisf^on 

A mile or so away, 
On a little mound, Napoleon 

Stood on our storming-day ; 
5 With neck out-thrust, you f ancy how, 
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Legs wide, arms locked behind, 
As if to balance the prone brow 
Oppressive witb its mind. 



/ 




Just as perbaps he mused " My plans . 

10 That soar, to earth maj^^U, \{ 

Let onee my arrny-lead^ Lannes 

Waver at yond^^p^all," — 
Out 'twixt tbe battery-smokes there flew 
A rider, bound on bound xf 

15 FuU-galloping ; nor bridle drew 
Until he reaehed the mound. 

Then off there flüng in smiling joy, 

And held himself erect 
By just Ms horse's mane, a boy : 
20 You hardly eould suspect — 
(So tight he kept his lips eompressed, 

Scarce any blood came through) 
You looked twiee ere you saw his breast 

Was all but shot in two. 

25 " Well," cried he, " Emperor, by God's grace 
We 'te got you Batisbon ! 
The Marshai 's in the market-place. 

And you 'U be there anon 
To see your flag-bird Aap his vans 
80 Where I, to heart's desire, 
Perched hiöi ! " The chief 's eye flashed ; his plans 
Soared up again like fire. 

The Chiefs eye flashed ; but presently 
Sof tened itself , as sheathes 

6. Not unlikely Browning had in his mind Haydon's portrait 
of Napoleon. 
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35 A film the mother-eagle's eye 

When her bruised eaglet breathes ; 
" You 're wounded ! " " Nay," the soldier's pride 

Touehed to the quiek, he said: 
" I 'm killed, Sire ! " And his chief beside, 
40 Smiling the boy feil dead. 



THE GUARDIAN-ANGEL. 

A PICTUBE AT FANO. 

The picture which suggested this poem is in the chnroh of St. An- 
g^tine at Fano. ^' It represents an angel standing with outstretched 
wings by a little child. The child is half-kneeling on a kind of ped- 
estal, while the angel joins its hands in prayer ; its gaze is directed 
npward toward the sky, from which cherubs are looking down." 

D£AB and great Angel, wouldst thou only leave 
That child, when thou hast done with him, for 
me! 
Let me sit all the day here, that when eye 
Shall find perf ormed thy special ministry, 
5 And time come for departure, thou, suspending, 
Thy flight, may'st see another child for tending, 
Another still, to quiet and retrieve. 

Then I shall feel thee step one step, no more, 
From where thou standest now, to where I gaze, 
10 And suddenly my head is covered o'er 

With those wings, white above the child who prays 
Now on that tomb — and I shall feel thee guarding 
Me, out of all the world ; for me, discarding v 
Yon heaven thy home, that waits and opes its 
door. 
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15 1 would not look up thither past thy head 

Because the door opes, like that child, I know, 
For I should have thy gracious face instead, 

Thou bird of God ! And wilt thou bend me low 
Like him, and lay, like bis, my bands together, 
20 And lift tbem up to pray, and gendy tetber 

Me,as tbylamb tbere,with tby garment's spread? 

If tbis was ever granted, I would rest 

My bead beneatb tbine, wbile tby bealing bands 
Close-covered botb my eyes beside tby breast, 
85 Pressing tbe brain, wbicb too mucb tbougbt ex- 
pauds, 
Back to its proper size again, and smodtbing 
Distortion down tUl every nerve had sootbing, 
And all lay quiet, bappy and suppressed. 

How soon all worldly wrong would be repaired ! 
30 I tbink bow I sbould view tbe eartb and skies 

And sea, wben once again my brow was bared 
After tby bealing, witb sucb different eyes. 

O World, as God bas made it I All is beauty : 

And knowing tbis, is love, and love is duty. 
» Wbat f urtber may be sougbt for or declared ? 

Guercino drew tbis angel I saw teacb 

(Alfred, dear friend !) — that little cbild to pray, 

36. Gaercino, or the Sqninter, was properly Giovanni Fran- 
cesco Barbieri. 

37. The Alfred of the poem was Alfred Domett, a companion 
of Browning in bis boybood, wbo, four or üve years before the 
date of tbis poem, went to New Zealand. Browning's poem, 
Waring, was called out by Domett's sudden departore from 
London. He was himself a writer of verses. 
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Holding the litüe hands up, each to eaoli 

Pressed gently, — with his own head tamed awaj 
40 Over the earth where so much lay before liim 

Of work to do, though heayen was opening o'er him, 
AjjA l^e was lef t at Fano by the beach. 

We were at Fano, and three times we went 
To sit and see him in his chapel there, 
45 And drink his beauty to our soul's content 
— My angel with me too : and since I care 
For dear Quercino's fame (to which in power 
And glory comes this picture for a dower, 
Fraught with a pathos so magnificent) — 

50 And since he did not work thus eamestly 

At all times, and has eise endured some wrong — 
I took one thought his picture Struck f rom me, 

And spread it out, translating it to song. 
My love is here. Where are you, dear old friend ? 
56 How rolls the Wairoa at your world's f ar end ? 
This is Ancona, yonder is the sea. 



MEMORABILIA. 

Browning, in lus early manhood, was greaüy impreased by Shelley. 
Not only is the poet's inflnence seen in Pauline, bat later Browning 
confessed his Obligation to Shelley in an introdnction which he wrote 
to a Tolnme of Shelley's Letters, which tnmed ont to be spnrions. 
The book was at once snppressed. The essay by Browning is re- 
printed in the Cambridge Edition of his Poems. 

Ah, did you once see SheUey piain. 
And did he stop and speak to you. 

And did you speak to him again ? 
How Strange it seems and new I 
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5 But yoii were living before that, 
And also you are living after ; 
And the memory I started at — 
My starting moves your laugHter 1 

I crossed a moor, with a nanxe of its own 
10 And a certain use in tlie world no doubt, 
Yet a hand's-breadth of it shines alone 
'Mid tbe blank miles round about : 

For there I picked up on the heather, 
And there I put inside my breast, 
15 A moulted f eather, an eagle f eather I 
Well, I f orget the rest. 



HERV6 RIEL. 

This bailad was printed first in the Cornhül Magazine for Maroh, 
1871. In a letter to Mr. George Smith, one of the publishers of the 
magazine, Browning stated that he intended to devote the proceeds 
of the poem to the aid of the people of Paris snfEering from the 
Franco-G^rman war. The publisher generously seconded his resolve 
and paid one hnndred pounds for the poem. The poem is f aithf ul to 
the incident of Herv^ Riel, with the trivial exception that the holi- 
day to see his wife was for the remainder of his lif e instead of for 
one day. 

I. 

On the sea and at the Hogue, sixteen hundred 
ninety-two, 
IHd the English fight the French, — woe to 
i^rance ! 

The battle of La Hogae was fought May 19, 1692. The 
)i and Dutch were pitted against the French, and the 
rt of the battle was the tiansf er of sea-power from Franoe 
to England. 
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And, the thirty-first of May, helter-skelter through 

the blue, 
Like a crowd of friglitened porpoises a shoal of 

sHarks pursue, 
5 Game crowding ship on ship to Saint Malo on 

the Bance, 
With the English fleet in view. 

II. 

'T was the squadron that escaped, with the victor in 
füll ehase ; 
First and foremost of the drove, in his great ship, 
Damf reville ; 
Close on him fled, great and small, 
10 Twenty-two good ships in all ; 

And they signalled to the place 
" Help the winners of a raee ! 
Get US guidance, give us harbor, take us quick — 

or, quicker still, 
Here 's the English can and will I " 

m. 

• 

ifiThen the pilots of the place put out brisk and 
leapt on board ; 
" Why, what hope or chance have ships like these 
to pass ? " laughed they : 
'^ Socks to starboard, rocks to port, all the passage 

scarred and scored, 
Shall the ' Formidable ' here with her twelve and 
eighiy guns 
Think to make the river-mouth by the Single 
narrow way, 
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ao Trust to enter where ^t is ticklish f or a craft of 
twenty tons, 
And with flow at füll beside ? 
Now, 't is slackest ebb of tide. 
Beach the mooring? Rather say, 
While rock Stands or water runs, 
25 Not a ship will leave the bay I " 

IV. 

Then was called a Council straight. 

Brief and bitter the debate : 

^' Here 's the English at our heels ; would you have 

them take in tow 
All that 's left us of the fleet, linked together stem 
and bow, 
30 For a prize to Plymouth Sound ? 
Better run the ships aground I " 

(Ended Damfreville his speech). 
" Not a minute more to wait ! 
Let the Captains all and each 
35 Shove ashore, then blow up, bum the vessels on 
the beach ! 
France must undergo her fate. 

V. 

I 
** Give the word ! " But no such word 

Was ever spoke or heard ; 

For up stood, for out stepped, for in Struck amid 

all these ! 

40 — A Captain? A Lieutenant? A Mate — first, 

second, third? 

No such man of mark, and meet 

With his betters to compete I 
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But a simple Breton sailor press<ed hy Tourville 
f or the fleet, 
A poor eoasting-pilot he, Herve Riel the Croisick- 
ese. 

VI. 

45 And " What moekery or malice have we kere ? " 
cries Herve Riel : 
" Are you mad, you Malouins ? Are you cow- 
ards, f ools, or rogues ? 
Talk to me of rocks and skoals, me wko took the 

soundings, teil 
On my fingers every bank, every shallow, every 
swell, 
'Twixt the offing here and Greve where the river 
disembogues? 
60 Are you bought by English gold ? Is it love the 
lying 's for ? 
Morn and eve, night and day, 
Have I piloted your bay, 
Entered free and anehored fast at the f oot of Soli- 
dor. 
Bum the fleet and min France? That were 
worse than fifty Hogues ! 
M Sirs, they know I speak the truth ! Sirs, he- 
lieve me there 's a way ! 
Only let me lead the line, 

Have the biggest ship to steer, 
Get this ' Formidable ' clear, 
Make the others f ollow mine, 
60 And I lead them, most and least, by a passage I 
know well, 

44. Le Croisic is a small fishing village near the month of the 
Loire. Browning sometimes sojoamed there, and made it the 
scene of a long poem, The Two Poets of Croisic. 
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Bigh^ to Solidor past Greve, 

And there lay them saf e and sound ; 
And if one ship misbehave, 
— Keel so much as grate the groiind, 
65 Why, I 've nothing hut my lif e, — here 's my head ! " 
cries Herv6 Eiel. 

VII. 

Not a minute more to wait. 
^^ Steer us in, then, small and great ! 
Take the heim, lead the line, save the squadron ! " 
cried its chief. 
Captains, give the saUor place ! 
70 He is Admiral, in brief . 
Still the north-wind, by God's grace ! 
See the noble fellow's face 
As the big ship, with a bound, 
Clears the entry like a hound, 
75 Keeps the passage as its inch of way were the wide 
sea's profonnd I 
See, saf e through shoal and rock, 
How they f oUow in a flock, 
Not a ship that misbehaves, not a keel that grates 
the ground, 
Not a spar that comes to grief ! 
80 The peril, see, is past. 
All are harbored to the last, 
And just as Herve Riel hollas " Anchor ! " — sure 

as f ate, 
ITp the English come — too late ! 

vm. 

So, the storm subsides to calm : 
86 They see the green trees wave 
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On the heights o'erlooking Greve. 
Hearts that bled are stanched with balm. 
" Just our rapture to enhance, 
Let the English rake the bay, 
90 Gnash their teeth and glare askance 
As they cannonade away ! 
'Neath rampired Solidor pleasant riding on the 

Banee ! " 
How hope succeeds despair on eaeh Captain's conn- 

tenance I 
Out burst all with one aceord, 
95 " This is Paradise f or Hell ! 

Let France, let France's King 
Thank the man that did the thing ! " 
What a shout, and all one word, 
« Herv^ Kiel I " 
100 As he steppedin front once more, 
Not a Symptom of surprise 
In the frank blue Breton eyes, 
Just the same man as before. 

IX. 

Then said Damf reville, " My friend, 
105 1 must speak out at the end, 

Though I find the speaking hard. 
Fraise is deeper than the Ups : 
You have saved the King his ships, 
You must name your own reward. 
110 Taith, our sun was near eclipse 1 
Demand whate'er you will, 
France remains your debtor still. 
Ask to heart's content and have ! or my name 's not 
Damfreville." 
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X. 

Xhen a beam of fiin outbroke 
U5 On the bearded moutb that spoke, 
As the honest heart laughed through 
Those frank eyes of Breton blue : 
*' Since I needs must say mjr say, 
Since on board the duty 's done, 
lao And f rom Malo Eoads to Croisic Point, what is 
it but a run ? — 
Since 't is ask and have, I may — 

Since the others go ashore — 
Come ! A good whole holiday ! 

Leave to go and see my wife, whom I call the 
Belle Aurore ! " 
125 That he asked and that he got, — nothing more. 

XI. 

Name and deed alike are lost : 
Not a pillar nor a post 

In his Croisic keeps alive the f eat as it bef eil ; 
Not a head in white and black 
130 On a Single fishing smack, 

In memory of the man but for whom had gone to 
wrack 
All that France saved from the fight whence Eng- 
land bore the bell. 
6o to Paris : rank on rank 

Search the heroes flung pell-mell 
135 On the Louvre, face and flank ! 

You shall look long enough ere you come to 
Herv€ Riel. 
So, for better and for worse, 
Herv^ Riel, accept my verse ! 
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In my verse, Herv^ Kiel, do thou once more 
140 Save the squadron, honor France, love thy wife the 
Belle Aurore ! 



HOME-THOUGHTS, PROM ABROAD. 

This and the f ollowing poem were fiifit published atong ^di Beer, 
which bore the name Here 's to Ndson^s Memory^ under the g^nexal 
heading, JSome-Thoughts, from Abroad. The final member of the 
g^oup, Home Thoughts^from the Sea, was writteu under the same cüv 
cumstances as the poem, How They brought the Good Newsfrom Cfkent 
to Aix. i 

Oh, to be in England 
Now that April 's tliere, 
And whoever wakes in England 
Sees, some morning, unaware, 
5 That the lowest boughs and the brush-wood sheaf 
Bound the elm-tree bole are in tiny leaf , 
While the chaffinch sings on the orchard bough 
In England — now ! 

And after April, when May follows, 
10 And the whitethroat builds, and all the swallows ! 
Hark, ^ere my blossomed pear-tree in the hedge 
Leans to the field and scatters on the clover 
Blossoms and dewdrops — at the bent spray *s edge — 
That 's the wise thrush ; he sings each song twice 
over, 
16 Lest you should think he never eould recapture 
The first fine careless rapture ! 
And though the fields look rough with hoary dew, 
All will be gay when noontide wakes anew 
The buttereups, the little children's dower 
20 — Far brighter than this gaudy melon-flower I 
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HOME-THOUGHTS, FROM THE SEA. 

NoBLT, nobly Cape Saint Vincent to the Northwest 
died away ; 

Sunset ran, one glorious blood-red, reeking into 
Cadiz Bay ; 

Bluisli 'mid the bttiming Water, füll in face Trafal- 
garlay; 

In the dimmest Northeast distance dawned Gibral- 
tar, grand and gtay ; 
5 ^^ Here and here did England help me : how can I 
help England ? " — say, 

Whoso tums, as I, this evening, tum to God to 
praise and pray, 

While Jove's planet rises yonder, silent over Africa. 
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MoBNiNG, evening, noon and night, 
" Fraise God ! " sang Theöörite. 

Then to his poor trade he tumed, 
Whereby the daily meal was eamed. 

5 Hard he labored, long and well ; 
O'er his work the boy's curls feil. 

Bnt ever, at each period. 

He stopped and sang, " Praise God 1 " 

3. Trafalgar was the scene of Nelson's yictory over the com- 
üined fleets of France and Spain. 
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Then back again bis curls he threw, 
10 And cbeerf ul turned to work anew. 

Said Blaise, the listening monk, '' Well done ; 
I doubt not thou art heard, my son : 

« As weU as if tby voice to-day 

Were praising God, the Pope's great way. 

15 "This Easter Day, the Pope at Eome 
Praises God from Peter's dorne." 

Said Theocrite, " Would God that I 
Might praise him that great way, and die I " 

Night passed, day shone, 
20 And Theocrite was gone. 

With God a day endures alway, 
A thousand years are but a day. 

God Said in heaven, " Nor day nor night 
Now brings the voice of my delight." 

25 Then Gabriel, like a rainbow's birth, 
Spread his wings and sank to earth; 

Entered, in flesh, the empty cell, 

Lived there, and played the craftsman well ; 

And moming, evening, noon and night, 
80 Praised God in place of Theocrite. 

And from a boy, to youth he grew : 
The man put off the stripling's hue : 
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The man matured and feil away 
Into the season of decay : 

85 And ever o'er the trade he bent. 
And ever lived on earth content. 

(He did God's will ; to him, all one 
If on the earth or in the sun.) 



God Said, ^'A praise is in mine ear; 
40 There is no doubt in it, no fear : 



^' So sing old worlds, and so 

New worlds that f rom my footstool go. 

" Clearer loves sound other ways : 
I miss my little human praise.' 



»> 



46 Then forth sprang GabrieFs wings, off feil 
The flesh disguise, remained the cell. 

'T was Easter Day : he flew to Bome, 
And paused above St. Peter's dorne. 

In the tiring-room close by 
öo The great outer gallery, 

With his holy vestments dight, 
Stood the new Pope, Theocrite: 

And all his past career 
Game back upon him clear, 

» Since when, a boy, he plied his trade, 
Till on his life the sickness weighed ; 
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And in bis cell, when death drew near, 
An angel in a dream brought cheer : 

And rising from the sickness drew, 
60 He grew a priest, and now stood here. 

To the East with praise he tumed. 
And on his sight the angel bumed. 

" I bore thee from thy craftsman's cell, 
And set thee here ; I did not well. 

C5 " Vainly I left my angel-sphere, 
Vain was thy dream of many a year. 

"Thy voice's praise seemed weak; it drapped 
Creation's chorus stopped I 

^' Go back and praise again 
70 The early way, while I remain. 

"With that weak voice of our disdain, 
Take up creation's pausing atrain. 

" Back to the cell and poor employ : 
Sesume the craftsman and the boy ! " 

75 Theocrite grew old at home ; 
A new Pope dwelt in Peter's domo. 

One vanished as the other died : 
They sought God side by side. 
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A GRAMMARIAN'S FÜNERAL. 

SSORTIiY AFEEB THE BEYIVAIi OF LEABNIKG IN EUBOPE. 

The term " grainmarian " nmst be taken in the sense accepted at 
the iixne of the Renaissance, — that of a scholar leamed in the an- 
cient tongpies, especially Qreek, and niinute in bis ciiticaL f amiliarity 
with the liteiatnre oi Greece and Borne. He represented that enthu- 
siasm f or leaming which finds its decay in the pedant. The Speaker 
is the leader of the Company who are bearing the body of their master 
to bis grave on the monntain ; bis directions to his companions are in 
the parentheses. The aim. of this poem, says B. H. Hntton, " is to 
bring out the strong, implicit f aith in an eternal career which there 
mnst be in any man who devotes his lif e wholly to the preliminary toil 
of mastering the rudiments of language." 

IiE?r U8 begin and carry up this corpse, 

Iieave we the common crof ts, the vulgär thorpes 
Eaeh in its tether 
5 Sleeping safe on the bosom of the piain, 
Cared-for tili cock-crow : 
Look out if yonder be not day again 

Rimming the rock-row ! 
That 's the appropriate country ; there, man 's 
thought 
ip Rarer, intensßr, 
SeU-gathered for an outbreak, as it ought, 

Chafes in the censer. 
Leave we the unlettered plain its herd and crop ; 
Seek we sepulture 
u On a tall mountain, citied to the top, 
Crowded with culture ! 
All the peaks soar, but one the rest excels ; 

Clouds overcome it ; 
No ! yonder sparkle is the citadel's 
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20 Circling its summit. 

Thither our path lies ; wind we up the heights ; 

Wait ye the warning ? 
Our low life was the level's and the night's ; 
He 's for the moming. 
25 Step to a tune, Square chests, erect each head, 
'Ware the beholders I 
This is our master, f amous, calm and dead, 
Borne on our Shoulders. 

Sleep, crop and herd I sleep, darkling thorpe and 
croft, 
30 Safe f rom the weather I 

He, whom we convoy to his grave aloft, 

Singing together, 
He was a man bom with thy face and throat, 
Lyrie Apollo 1 
35 Long he lived nameless : how should Spring take 
note 
Winter would f ollow ? 
Till lo, the little touch, and youth was gone I 

Cramped and diminished, 
Moaned he, *'*' New measures, other f eet anon I 
40 My dance is finished " ? 
No, that 's the world's way : (keep the mountain- 
side, 
Make for the city I) 
He knew the signal, and stepped on with pride 
Over men's pity ; 
45 Left play for work, and grappled with the world 
Beut on escaping : 
" What 's in the scroll," quoth he, " thou keepest 
furled ? 
Show me their shaping, 
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Theirs who most studied man, the bard and sage, — 
50 Give ! " — So, he gowned him, 

Straight got by heart that book to its last page : 

Learned, we found him. 
Yea, but we found him bald too, eyes like lead, 
Accents uncertain : 
55 '^ Time to taste life," another would have said, 
" Up with the curtain ! " 
This man said rather, ^^ Actual life comes next? 

Patience a moment 1 
Grant I have mastered learning's crabbed text, 
60 Still there 's the comment. 

Let me know all I Prate not of most or least, 

Painf ul or easy ! 
Even to the crumbs I 'd f ain eat up the f east, 
Ay, nor feel queasy." 
65 Oh, such a life as he resolved to live, 
When he had learned it, 
When he had gathered all books had to give ! 

Sooner, he spumed it. 
Image the whole, then execute the parts — 
70 Fancy the f abric 

Quite, ere you build, ere steel strike fire f rom quartz, 
Ere mortar dab brick ! 

(Here 's the town-gate reached : there 's the market- 
place 
Gaping before us.) 
75 Yea, this in him was the peculiar grace 
(Hearten our chorus !) 
That before living he 'd leam how to live — 

No end to leaming : 
Eam the means first — God surely will contrive 
80 Use for our eaming. 
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Others mistrust and say, " But time escapes : 

Live now or never ! " 
He Said, " What 's time ? Leave Now f or dogs and 
apes ! 
Man has Forever." 
85 Back to bis book then : deeper drooped bis bead : 
Calcvlus racked bim : 
Leaden bef ore, bis eyes grew dross of lead : 

Tussis attaeked bim. 
" Now, master, take a little rest ! " — not be ! 
90 (Caution redoubied, 
Step two abreast, tbe way winds narrowly !) 

Not a wbit troubled, 
Back to bis studies, fresber tban at first, 
Fierce as a dragon 
95 He (soul bydroptic witb a sacred thirst) 
Sucked at tbe flagon. 
Ob, if we draw a circle premature, 

Heedless of far gain, 
Greedy f or quick retums of profit, sure 
100 Bad is our bargain ! 

Was it not great ? did be not tbrow on God, 

(He loves tbe burtben) — 
God's task to make tbe beavenly period 
Perf ect tbe eartben ? 
105 Did be not magnify tbe mind, sbow clear 
Just wbat it all meant ? 
He would not discount life, as fools do bere, 

Paid by instalment. 
He ventured neck or notbing — beaven's success 
110 Found, or eartb's failure : 

86. Calcultta (stone), a hard concretion formed witlim the body. 
88. TuBBis, a cough. 



A GRAMMARIÄN'S FUNERAL, 49 

"Wilt thou trust death or not?" He answered 
" Yes ! 
Hence with life's pale lui*e ! " 
That low man seeks a little thing to do, 
Sees it and does it : 
115 This high man, with a great thing to pursue, 
Dies ere he knows it. 
That low man goes on adding one to one, 

His hundred 's soon hit : 
Ulis high man, aiming at a million, 
lao Misses an unit. 

That, has the world here — should he need the next, 

Let the world mind him. 
This, throws himself on God, and unperplexed 
Seeking shall find him ! 
125 So, with the throttling hands of death at strif e, 
Ground he at grammar ; 
Still, through the rattle, parts of speech were rif e : 

While he could stammer 
He settled HotVs business — let it be ! 
130 Properly based Oun — 

Gbive US the doctrine of the enclitic -De, 

129. Hoti is the Greek particle <' that," which has a nicely 
discriminated use. 

130. Oun is another particle, of an illative sense. 

131. The enclitic De is thus re^erred to in a letter from 
Browning to the London Daily News : ^* Sir, — In a clever article 
this moming yon speak of ' the doctrine of enclitic De,' * which, 
with all deference to Mr. Browning, in point of fact does not 
ezist.' No, not to Mr. Browning ; hat pray defer to Herr Butt- 
mann [a leamed German grammarian], whose fifth list of ' en- 
clitics ' ends with * the inseparahle De ; ' or to Curtius, whose 
fifth list ends also with ' De (meaning towards and as a demon- 
strative appendage).' That this is not to be confounded with 
the accentuated ' De, meaning hvt, was the ' doctrine ' which 
the Grammarian bequeathed to those capable of receiving it." 
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Dead from the waist down. 
Well, here 's the platf orm, here 's the proper place ; 
Hail to your purlieus, 
135 All ye highfliers of the f eathered race, 
Swallows and curlews ! 
Here 's the top-peak ; the multitude below 

Live, for they can, there : 
This man decided not to Live but Know — 
140 Bury this man there ? 

Here — here 's his place, where meteors shoot, douds 
form, 
Lightnings are loosened, 
Stars come and go ! Let joy break with the storm, 
Peace let the dew send I 
145 Lofty designs must close in like effects : 
Lof tily lying, 
Leave him — still lof tier than the world suspects, 
Living and dying. 



BY THE FIRESIDE. 

The Bcene of the declaration in this poem is laid in a litüe moim- 
tain gorge adjacent to the Baths of Lucca, where the Brownings 
spent the summer of 1853. 

How well I know \rfiat I mean to do 

When the long^Iark autumn evenings come; 

And where, my soul, is thy pleasant hue ? 
With the music of all thy voices, dmnb 
6 In life's November tool 

I shall be f ound by the fire, suppose, 

O'er a great wise book as beseemeth age, 
While the shutters Aap as the cross-wind blows, 
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And I tum the page, and I tum the page, 
10 Not verse now, only prose 1 

Till the young ones whisper, finger on lip, 

" There he is at it, deep in Greek : 
Now then, or never, out we slip 
To cut f rom the hazels by the creek 
15 A mainmast f or our ship I " 

I8hallbeatitindeed,myfriend8! 

Gxeek puts already on either side 
Such a branch-work f orth as soon extends 

To a vista opening f ar and wide, 
20 And I pass out where it ends. 

The outside f rame, like your hazel-trees — 
But the inside-archway widens fast, 

And a rarer sort succeeds to these, 
And we slope to Italy at last 
25 And youth, by green degrees. 

I f ollow wherever I am led, 

Knowing so well the leader's hand : 

Oh woman-country, wooed not wed, 

Loved all the more by earth's male-lands, 
so Laid to their hearts instead I 

Look at the ruined chapel again 

Half-way up in the Alpine gorge ! 
Is that a tower, I point you piain, 
Or is it a mill, or an iron f orge 
S5 Breaks solitude in vain ? 

A tum, and we stand in the heart of things ; 
The woods are round us, heaped and dim ; 
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From slab to slab how it slips and Springs, 
The thread of water Single and slim, 
40 Through the ravage some torrent brings I 

Does it f eed the little lake below ? 

That speck of white just on its marge 
Is PeUa ; see, in the evening-glow, 

How Sharp the silver spear-heads oharge 
45 When Alp meets heaven in snow ! 

On our other side is the straight-up rock ; 

And a path is kept 'twixt the gorge and it 
By boulder-stones where lichens mock 

The marks on a moth, and small f ems fit 
50 Their teeth to the polished block. 

Oh the sense of the yellow moantain-flowers, 
And thomy balls, each three in one, 

The chestnuts throw on our path in showers ! 
For the drop of the woodland fruit 's begun, 
66 These early November hours, 

That orimson the creeper's leaf aeross 
Like a splash of blood, intense, abrupt, 

O'er a shield eise gold from rim to boss, 
And lay it for show on the f airy-cupped 
eo Elf-needled mat of moss, 

By the rose-fiesh mushrooms, undivulged 
Last evening — nay, in to-day's first dew 

Yon sudden coral nipple bulged, 

Where a f reaked f awn-colored flaky crew 
66 Of toad-stools peep indulged. 
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And yonder, at foot of the fronting ridge 
That takes the tum to a ränge beyond, 
Is the chapel reached by the one-arched bridge 
Where the water is stopped in a stagnant pond 
70 Danoed over by the midge. 

The chapel and bridge are of stone alike, 

Blackish-gray and mostly wet ; 
Cut hemp-stalks steep in the narrow dyke. 

See here again, how the liehens fret " 
76 And the roots of the ivy strike I 

Poor little place, where its one priest comes 

On a f esta-day, if he comes at all, 
To the dozen f olk f rom their scattered homes, 
Gathered within that precinct small 
80 By the dozen ways one roams — 

To drop f rom the charcoal-bumers' huts, 

Or climb f rom the hemp-dressers' low shed, 
Leave the grange where the woodman stores his 
nuts, 
Or the wattled cote where the f owlers spread 
86 Their gear on the rock's bare juts. 

It has some pretension, too, this front, 
With its bit of f resco half-moon-wise 

Set over the porch, Art's early wont : 
'T is John in the Desert, I surmise, 
90 But has bome the weather's brunt — 

Not from the fault of the builder, though, 

For a pent-house properly projects 
Where three carved beams make a certain show. 
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Dating — good tbought of our architect's — 
95 'Five, six, nine, he lets you know. 

Aud all day long a bird sings there, 

And a stray sheep drinks at the pond at times ; 
The place is silent and aware ; 

It has had its scenes, its joys and crimes, 
100 But that is its own affair. 

My perfeet wife, my Leonor, 

Oh heart, my own, oh eyes, mine too, 

Whom eise could I dare look backward for, 
With whom beside should I dare pursue 
105 The path gray heads abhor? 

For it leads to a crag's sheer edge with them ; 

Youth, flowery all the way, there stops — 
Not they ; age threatens and they contemn, 

Till they reach the gulf wherein youth drops, 
uo One inch from life's safe hem 1 

With me, youth led ... I will speak now, 

No longer watch you as you sit 
Beading by fire-light, that great brow 

And the spirit^mall hand propping it, 
iifi Mutely, my heart knows how — 

When, if I think but deep enough, 

You are wont to answer, prompt as rhyme ; 

114. The touch in the spirit-small hand propping the great 
brow is so faithful to the aspect of Mrs. Browning, that one may 
easily take the whole poem to he a reflection of the common lif e 
of the poet and his wife, rather than a merely poetical shadow 
cast bj it. 



^ 
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And you, too, find without rebuff 

Besponse your soul seeks many a time 
120 Piercing its fine flesh-stuff . 

My own, confirm me ! If I tread 

This path back, is it not in pride 
To think how little I dreamed it led 

To an age so blest that, by its side, 
125 Youth seems the waste instead ? 

My own, see where the years conduct ! 

At first, 't was something our two souls 
Should mix as mists do ; each is sucked 

In each now : on, the new stream roUs, 
130 Whatever rocks obstruct. 

Think, when our one soul understands 

The great Word which makes all things new, 

When earth breaks up and heaven expands, 
How will the change strike me and you 
135 In the house not made with hands? 

Oh, I must feel your brain prompt mine, 

Your heart anticipate my heart, 
You must be just before, in fine, 

See, and make me see, f or your part, 
140 New depths of the divine ! 

But who could have expected this 

When we two drew together first 
Just for the obvious human bliss, 

To satisfy lif e's daily thirst 
145 With a thing men seldom miss ? 
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Come back with me to the first of all, 
Let US lean and love it over again, 

Let US now forget and now recall, 
Break the rosary in a pearly rain 
150 And gather what we let fall I 

What did I say ? — that a small bird singa 
All day long, save when a brown pair 

Of hawks f rom the wood float with wide wings 
Strained to a bell : 'gainst noon-day glare 
155 You count the streaks and rings. 

But at af temoon or almost eve 

'T is better ; then the silence grows 

To that degree, you half believe 
It must get rid of what it knows, 
160 Its bosom does so heave. 

Hither we walked then, side by side, 
Arm in arm and eheek to cheek, 

And still I questioned or replied, 

While my heart, convulsed to really speak, 
165 Lay choking in its pride. 

Silent the crumbling bridge we cross, 
And pity and praise the chapel sweet, 

And care about the fresoo's loss, 

And wish f or our souls a like retreat, 
170 And wonder at the moss. 

Stoop and kneel on the settle under, 

Look through the window's grated Square : 

Nothing to see ! For fear of plunder, 
The cross is down and the altar bare, 
175 As if thieves don't fear thunder. 
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We stoop and look in through the grate, 

See the little porch and rustic door, 
Sead duly the dead builder's date ; 

Then cross the bridge that we crossed before, 
180 Take the path again — but wait ! 

Oh, moment, one and infinite ! 

The water slips o'er stock and stone ; 
The West is tender, haidly bright : 

How gräy at once is the evening grown — 
185 One star, its chrysolite ! 

We two stood there with never a third, 
But each by each, as eaeh knew well : 

The sights we saw and the sounds we heard, 
The lights and the shades made up a spell 
190 Till the trouble grew and stirred. 

Oh, the little more, and how much it is ! 

And the little less, and what worlds away ! 
How a sound shall quicken content to bliss, 
Or a breath suspend the blood's best play, 
195 And life be a proof of this ! 

Had she willed it, still had stood the screen 
So slight, so sure, 'twixt my love and her : 

I could fix her face with a guard between, 
And find her soul as when f riends conf er, 
200 Friends — lovers that might have been. 

For my heart had a touch of the woodland-time, 
Wanting to sleep now over its best. 

Shake the whole tree in the summer-prime, 
But bring to the last leaf no such test I 
205 " Hold the last fast ! " runs the rhyme. 
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For a chance to make your little mach, 

To gain a lover and lose a f riend, 
Venture the tree and a myriad such, 

When nothing you mar but the year can mend : 
ao But a last leaf — fear to touch ! 

Yet should it unf asten itself and fall 
Eddying down tili it find your face 

At some slight wind — best chance of all ! 
Be your heart hencef orth its dwelling-place 
215 You trembled to f orestall ! 

Worth how well, those dark gray eyes, 
That hair so dark and dear, how worth 

That a man should strive and agonize, 
And taste a veriest hell on earth 
220 For the hope of such a prize ! 

You might have tumed and tried a man, 
Set him a space to weary and wear, 

And prove which suited more your plan, 
His best of hope or his worst despair, 
225 Yet end as he began. 

But you spared me this, like the heart you are, 

And filled my empty heart at a word. 
If two lives join, there is oft a scar, 

They are one and one, with a shadowy third ; 
230 One near one is too f ar. 

A moment after, and hands unseen 

Were hanging the night around us fast ; 

But we knew that a bar was broken between 
Life and lif e : we were mixed at last 
235 In spite of the mortal screen. 
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The f orests had done it ; there they stood ; 

We caaght f or a moment the powers at play : 
They had mingled us so, for once and good, 
Their work was done — we might go or stay, 
340 They relapsed to their ancient mood. 

How the World is made for eaeh of us ! 

How aU we perceive and know in it 
Tends to some moment's product thas, 

When a soul deelares itself — tö wit, 
245 By its fruit, the thing it does I 

Be hate that fruit or love that fruit, 

It forwards the general deed of man, 
And eaeh of the Many helps to recruit 
The lif e of the race by a general plan ; 
250 Eaeh living his own, to boot. 

I am named and known by that moment's feat ; 

There took my Station and degree ; 
So, grew my own small life complete, 

As nature obtained her best of me — 
255 One born to love you, sweet ! 

And to wateh you sink by the fireside now 

Back again, as you mutely sit 
Musing by fire-light, that great brow 

And the spirit-smaJl hand propping it, 
260 Yonder, my heart knows how ! 

So, earth Las gained by one man the more, 

And the gain of earth must be heaven's gain too ; 
And the whole is well worth thinking o'er 
When autumn comes : whieh I mean to do 
2S5 One day, as I said before. 
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THE LAST EIDE TOGETHER. 

I SAID — Then, dearest, since 't is so, 
Since now at length my f ate I know, 
Since nothing all my love avails, 
Since all, my life seemed meant f or, f ails, 

5 Since this was written and needs must be — 
My whole heart rises up to bless 
Your name in pride and thankf ulness ! 
Take back the hope you gave, — I claim 
Only a memory of the same, 

10 And this beside, if you will not blame, 

Your leave for one more last ride with me. 

My mistress bent that brow of hers ; 

Those deep dark eyes where pride demurs 

When pity would be softening through, 
15 Fixed me a breathing-while or two 

With life or death in the balanoe : right 1 

The blood replenished me again ; 

My last thought was at least not vain : 

I and my mistress, side by side 
20 Shall be together, breathe and ride, 

So, one day more am I deified. 

Who knows but the world may end to-night ? 

Hush ! if you saw some western cloud 
All billowy-bosomed, over-bowed 
25 By many benedictions — sun's 
And moon's and evening-star's at once — 

And so, you, looking and loving best, 
Conscious grew, your passion drew 
Cloud, sunset, moonrise, star-shine too, 
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30 Down on you, near and yet more near, 
Till flesh muBt fade f or heaven was here I — 
Thus leant she and lingered — joy and fear ! 
Thus lay she a moment on my breast. 

Then we began to ride. My soul 
35 Smoothed itself out, a long-cramped scroU 

Freshening and fluttering in the wind. 

Fast hopes already lay behind. 

What need to strive vrith a Kfe awry? 

Had I Said that, had I done this, 
40 So might I gain, so might I miss. 

Might she have loved me ? just as well 

She might have hated, who can teil ! 

Where had I been now if the worst befell? 
And here we are riding, she and I. 

45 Fail I alone, in words and deeds ? 

Why, all men strive, and who sueeeeds? 

We rode ; it seemed my spirit flew, 

Saw other regions, cities new, 

As the World rushed by on either side. 
50 1 thought, — All labor, yet no less 
Bear up beneath their unsuccess. 

Look at the end of work, contrast 

The petty done, the undone vast, 

This present,of theirs with the hopeful pasti 
55 I hoped she would love me ; here we ride. 

What band and brain went ever paired ? 
What heart alike conceived and dared ? 
What act proved all its thought had been ? 
What will but feit the fleshly screen ? 
eo We ride and I see her bosom heave. 
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There 's many a crown for who can reach. 
Ten lines, a statesman's life in each ! 
The flag stuck on a heap of bones, 
A soldier's doing ! what atones ? 
es They Scratch his name on the Abbey-stones. 
My riding is better, by their leave. 

What does it all mean, poet ? Well, 
Your brains beat into rhythm, you teil 
What we feit only ; you expressed 

70 You hold things beautif ul the best, 
And place them in rhyme so, side by side. 
'T is something, nay 't is much : but then, 
Have you yourself what 's best for men ? 
Are you — poor, sick, old ere your time — 

75 Nearer one whit your own sublime 
Than we who never have tumed a rhyme ? 
Sing, riding 's a joy ! For me, I ride. 

And you, great sculptor — so, you gave 
A score of years to Art, her slave, 

80 And that 's your Venus, whence we turn 
To yonder girl that f ords the burn I 

You acquiesce, and shall I repine ? 
What, man of music, you grown gray 
With notes and nothing eise to say, 

85 Is this your sole praise f rom a f riend, 
" Gx^atiy his opera's strains intend, 
But in music we know how fashions end ! " 
I gave my youth ; but we ride, in fine. 

Who knows what 's fit for us ? Had f ate 
90 Proposed bliss here should Sublimate 
My being — had I signed the bond — 
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Still one must lead some life beyond, 
Have a bliss to die vritli, dim-descried. 

This foot once planted on the goal, 
95 This glory-garland round my soul, 

Could I descry such ? Try and test ! 

I sink back shuddering from the quest. 

Earth being so good, would heaven seem best ? 
Now, heaven and she are beyond this ride. 

100 And yet — she has not spoke so long I 
What if heaven be that, fair and strong 
At life's best, with our eyes upturned 
Whither life's flower is first discemed, 
We, fixed so, ever should so abide ? 

105 What if we still ride on, we two, 
With life f orever old yet new, 
Changed not in kind but in degree, 
The instant made etemity, — 
And heaven just prove that I and she 

11« Bide, ride together, f orever ride ? 
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Xa(p€T6, yiKWfJLep, 

The Greek motto is the annoiincement of the yictor, " Rejoice ! 
we are victorions/' The incident on which the poem is hased will he 
found in Herodotns, History, Book vi. 105, 106. See Rawlinson's 
translation. The distance from Athens to Sparta is from 135 to 140 
miles. 

FiBST I salute this soil of the blessed, river and 

rocki 
Gods of my birthplace, dsemons and heroes, honor 

to all! 
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Then I name thee, daim thee f or our patron, oo- 

equal in praise 
— Ay, with Zeus the Def ender, with Her of the 

aegis and spear ! 
5 Also, ye of the bow and the bnskin, praised be 

your peer, 
Now, hencef orth and f orever, — O latest to whom I 

upraise 
Hand and heart and voice ! For Athens, leave pas- 

ture and flock ! 
Fresent to help, potent to save, Pan — patron I 

eaUI 

Archons of Athens, topped by the tettix, see, I 

retum I 
10 See, 't is myself here Standing alive, no spectre that 

speaks I 
Crowned with the myrtle, did you command me, 

Athens and you, 
^' Bun, Pheidippides, run and race, reach Sparta for 

aid! 
Persia has come, we are here, where is She ? " Your 

command I obeyed, 
Kan and raced : like stubble, some fi^d which a fire 

runs through, 
15 Was the space between city and city : two days, two 

nights did I bum 
Over the hills, under the dales, down pits and up 

peaks. 

Into their midst I broke: breath served but for 

" Persia has come ! 
Persia bids Athens proffer slaves' - tritiute, water 

and earth ; 
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Bazed to the grouxid is Eretria — but Athens, shall 

Athens sink, 
»Drop into dust and die — the flower of Hellas ut- 

terly die, 
Die, with the wide world spitting at Sparta, the 

stupid, the stander-by? 
Answer me quick, what help, what band do you 

Stretch o'er destruction's brink ? 
How, — when ? No cai'e for my limbs I — there 's 

üghtning in all and some - 
Fresh and fit your message to bear, onoe Ups give 

it birth 1 " 

» O my Athens — Sparta love thee ? Did Sparta 

respond ? 
Every face of her leered in a f urrow of envy, mis- 

trust, 
Malice, — each eye of her gave me its glitter of 

gratified hate ! 
Gravely they turned to take counsel, to cast for 

excuses. I stood 
Quivering, — the limbs of me f retting as fke f rets, 

aninchfromdrywood; 
9S ^^ Fersia has-come, Athens asks aid, and still they 

debate ? 
Thunder, thou Zeus! Athene, are Spartans a 

quarry beyond 
Swing of thy spear? Phoibos and Artemis, clang 

them^Yemust'I" 

No holt launched f rom Olumpos ! Lo, their answer 

at last ! 
" Has Persia come, — does Athens ask aid, — may 

Sparta bef riend ? 
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85 Nowise precipitate judgment — too weighty the issue 

at stake I 
Count we no time lost time which lags throiigh 

respect to the gods ! 
Ponder that precept of old, ' No warf are, whatever 

the odds 
In yoiir favor, so long as the moon, half-orbed, is 

unable to take 
Full-eircle her state in the sky ! ' Already she 

rounds to it fast : 
40 Athens must wait, patient as we — who judgment 

suspend." 

Athens, — except for that sparkle, — thy name, I 

had mouldered to ash ! 
That sent a blaze through my blood ; off, off and 

away was I back, 
— Not one word to waste, one look to lose on the 

f alse and the vile ! 
Yet, " O gods of my land ! " I cried, as eaeh hiUoek 

and piain, 
45 Wood and stream, I knew, I named, rushing past 

them again, 
" Have ye kept faith, proved mindful of honors we 

paid you erewhile ? 
Vain was the filleted victim, the fulsome Ubation ! 

Too rash 

36. <* The Spartans," sajs Herodotus, " wished to help the 
Athenians, but were unable to give them any present snccor, as 
they did not like to break their established law. It was the ninth 
day of the first decade, and they could not march out of Sparta 
on the ninth, when the moon had not reached the füll, so they 
waited for the fall of the moon." Bawlinson thinks the ezcuse 
was a mere subterf nge. 
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LiOYe in its choice, paid you so largely Service so 
slack ! 



**Oak and olive and bay, — I bid you cease to 

enwreathe 
50 Brows made bold by your leaf I Fade at the Per- 

sian's foot, 
You that, OUT patrons were pledged, should never 

adorn a slave I 
Hather I hau thee, Pames, — trust to thy wild 

waste tract ! 
Treeless, herbless, lifeless mountain! What mat- 
ter if slacked 
My speed may hardly be, for hemage to crag and 

to cave 
55 No deity deigns to drape with verdure ? at least I 

can breathe, 
Fear in thee no fraud from tlie blind, no Ue from 

the mute ! " 

Sucli my cry as, rapid, I ran over Pames' ridge ; 
Gully and gap I elambered and eleared tili, sudden, 

a bar 
Jutted, a stoppage of stone against me, blocking 

the way. 
60 Sight I for I minded the hollow to traverse, the fis- 

sure across : 
" Where I could enter, there I depart by I Night 

in the f osse ? 
Athens to aid! Though the dive were through 

Erebos, thus I obey — 
Out of the day dive, into the day as bravely arise ! 

No bridge 
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Better I " — when — ha ! what was it I came on, o£ 
wonders that are ? 

6fiThere, in the cool of a eleft, sat Iie — majestical 

PanI 
Ivy drooped wanton, kissed his head^ moss cush- 

ioned his hoof : 
All the great god was good in the eyes grave-kindly 

— the curl 
Carved on the bearded eheek, amused at a mortal's 

awe, 
As, ander the human trank, the goat-thighs grand 

I saw. 
70 " Halt, Pheidippides ! " — halt I did, my brain of 

a whirl : 
" Hither to me I Why pale in my presenee ? " he 

graeioas began : 
^^How is it, — Athens, only in Hellas, holds me 

aloof? 

^' Athens, she only, rears me no f ane, makes me no 

f east ! 
Wherefore ? Than I what godship to Athens more 

helpf ul of old ? 

72. <^ This man [Pheidippides]," says Herodotus, " according 
to the account which he gfave to the Athenians on his retum, 
when he was near Mount Farthenium, above Tegea^ feil in with 
the god Fan, who called him bj his name, and bade him ask 
the Athenians ^ wherefore they neglected him so entirely, when 
he was kindly disposed towards them, and had often helped 
them in times past, and woald do so again in time to come ? ' 
The Athenians, entirely believing in the truth of this report, as 
soon as their affairs were once more in good order, set np a tem- 
ple to Fan under the Acropolis, and, in retum for the message 
which I have recorded, established in his honor yearly sacrifices 
and a torch-race." 
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75 Ay , and still, and forever her friend ! Test Pan, 

trust me ! 
Go, bid Athens take heart, laugh Persia to scom, 

have faith 
In the temples and tombsl Go, say to Athens, 

* The Goat-God saith : 
When Persia — so much as strews not the soil — is 

cast in the sea, 
Then praise Pan, who fought in the ranks with 

your most and least, 
80 Goat-thigh to greaved-thigh, made one cause with 

the free and the bold ! 

" Say Pan saith : ' Let this, foreshowing the place, 

be the pledge I ' " 
(^Guy, the liberal hand held otit this herbage I bear 
— Fennel — I grasped it a-tremble with dew — 

whatever it bode) 
** While, as f or thee "... But enough I He was 

gone. If Iranhitherto — 
85 Be sure that, the rest of my joumey, I ran no longer, 

but flew. 
Pames to Athens — earth no more, the air was my 

road: 
Here am I back. Praise Pan, we stand no more 

on the razor's edge I 
Pan f or Athens, Pan f or me ! I too have a guer- 

don rare I 

Then spoke Miltiades. ''And thee, best runner 
of Greece, 
90 Whose limbs did duty indeed, — what gif t is pro- 
mised thyself ? 
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Teil it US straightway, — Athens the mother de- 

mands of her son ! " 
ßosily blushed the youth: he paused: but, liftmg 

at length 
His eyes from the sround, it seemed as he ^thered 

the rest of Ss stee^gth 
Into the utterance — " Pan spoke thus : * For what 

thou hast done 
95 Count on a worthy reward ! Heneeforth be allowed 

thee release 
From the racer's toil, no vulgär reward in praise or 

inpelfl' 

^' I am bold to believe, Pan means reward the most 

to my mind ! 
Fight I shall, with our foremost, wherever this f en- 

nel may grow, — 
Pound — Pan helping us — Persia to dust, and, 

under the deep, 
100 Whelm her away f orever ; and then, — no Athens 

to save, — 
Marry a certain maid, I know keeps faith to the 

brave, — 
Hie to my house and home : and, when my chil- 

dren shall creep 
Close to my knees, — recount how the God was 

awful yet kind, 
Promised their sire reward to the füll — rewarding 

him — so I " 

105 Unf oreseeing one ! Yes, he f ought on the Mara- 
thon day : 

105. Neither Herodotus nor Flutarch gives anj accoiint of 
Fheidippides af ter the battle of Marathon. 
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So, when Persia was dust, all cried *'To Akro- 

polis! 
!Ran, Pheidippides, one race more ! the meed is thy 

duel 
* Athens is saved, thank Pan,' go shont ! " He flung 

down bis shield, 
San like fire once more : and the space 'twixt the 

Fennel-field 
uo And Athens was stubble again, a field which a fire 

runs through, 
Till in he broke : " Kejoiee, we conquer ! " Like 

wine through clay, 
Joy in his blood bursting his heart, he died, the 

bliss ! 

So, to this day, when friend meets friend, the word 

of Salute 
Is still " Kejoiee I " — his word which brought re- 

joieing indeed. 
US So is Pheidippides happy f orever, — the noble 

streng man 
Who could race like a god, bear the face of a god, 

whom a god loved so well ; 
He saw the land saved he had helped to save, and 

was suffered to teil 
Such tidings, yet never decline, but, gloriously as 

he began, 
So to end gloriously — once to shout, thereaf ter be 

mute: 
DO "Athens is saved!" — Pheidippides dies in the 

shout f or his meed. 
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RABBI BEN EZRA. 

There was a rabbi, Abraham ben Meir ben Ezra, who was bom 
near the close of the eleventh centnry, a leamed commentatar and a 
Platonic philosopher. His writings have been kept alive by schoiais, 
and it is not unlikely that Browning did draw from some work the 
philosophy here attributed to him. 

Grow old along with me I 
The best is yet to be, 

The last of lif e, f or which the first was made ; 
Our times are in his hand 
5 Who saith, " A whole I planned, 
Youth shows but half ; trust 6od : see all, nor be 
afraid I " 

Not that, amassing flowers, 
Youth sighed, " Which rose make ours, 
Which lily leave and then as best recall ? " 
10 Not that, admiring stars, 
It yearned, " Nor Jove, nor Mars ; 
Mine be some figured flame which blends, tran- 
scends them all ! " 

Not for such hopes and fears 
AnnuUing youth's brief years, 
15 Do I remonstrate : f oUy wide the mark ! 
Rather I prize the doubt 
Low kinds exist without, 
Finished and finite dods, untroubled by a spark. 

Poor vaunt of lif e indeed, , 
20 Were man but f ormed to f eed 
On joy, to solely seek and find and f east ; 
Such feasting ended, then 
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As sure an end to men ; 

Irks care the crop-full bird? Frets doubt the 
maw-crammed beast? 

25 Kejoice we are allied 

To that which doth provide 

And not partake, effect and not receive ! 

A spark disturbs our clod ; 

Nearer we hold of God 
30 Who gives, than of bis tribes that take, I must be- 
lieve. 

Then, welcome eaeh rebnff 
That turns earth's smoothness rough, 
Eaeh stins: that bids nor sit nor stand but ro ! 
Be our joys ihree-parts paix. I 
35 Strive, and hold cheap the strain ; 
Learn, nor account the pang ; dare, never grudge 
the throe ! 

For thence, — a paradox 
Which comforts while it mocks, — 
Shall Uf e sueeeed in that it seems to f ail : 
40 What I aspired to be, 
And was not, comforts me : 

A brüte I might have been, but would not sink i' 
the Scale. 

What is he but a brüte 
Whose flesh has soul to suit, 
45 Whose spirit works lest arms and legs want play ? 
To man, propose this test — 

24. An instance of the careless, almost insolent, manner in 
which Browning sometimes treats bis verse. 
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Thy body at its best, 

How f ar can that project thy soul on its lone way ? 

Yet gif ts should prove their use : 
50 1 own the Past profuse 
Of power eaeh side, perf eetion every tum : 
Eyes, ears took in their dole, 
Brain treasured up the whole ; 
Should not the heart beat onee " How good to live 
and learn " ? 

S5 Not onee beat " Praise be thine ! 

I see the whole design, 

I, who saw power, see now Love perf ect too : 

Perf eet I call thy plan : 

Thanks that I was a man ! 
60 Maker, remake, complete, — I trust what thou shalt 
do ! " 

For pleasant is this flesh ; 
Our soul, in its rose-mesh 
Pulled ever to the earth, still yearns for rest : 
Would we some prize might hold 
65 To match those manif old 
Possessions of the brüte, — gain most, as we did 
best ! 

Let US not always say, 

*' Spite of this flesh to-day 

I strove, made head, gained ground upon tbe 

whole ! " 
70 As the bird wiugs and sings, 
Let US cry, " All good things 
Are ours, nor soul helps flesh more, now, than flesh 

helps Boul ! " 
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Therefore I summon age 
To grant youth's heritage, 
75 Lif e's struggle having so f ar reached its term : 
Thence shall I pass, approved 
A man, for aye removed 

From the developed brate; a God though in the 
germ. 

And I shall thereupon 
80 Take rest, ere I be gone 

Once more on my ad venture brave and new : 

Fearless and unperplexed, 

When I wage battle next, 

What weapons to select, what annor to indue. 

85 Youth ended, I sball try 

My gain or loss thereby ; 

Lieave the fire ashes, what survives is gold : 

And I shall weigh the same, 

Give lif e its praise or blame : 
90 Young, all lay in dispute ; I shall know, being old. 

For note, when evening shuts, 
A certain moment cuts 
The deed oiBf , caUs the glory from the gray : 
A whisper from the west 
95 Shoots — " Add this to the rest, 
Take it and try its worth : here dies another day." 

So, still within,this life, 
Though lifted o'er its strife, 
Let me discern, compare, pronounce at last, 
100 " This rage was right i' the main, 
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That acquiescence vain : 

The Future I may face now I have proved the 
Fast." 

For more is not reserved 
To man, with soul just nerved 
105 To act to-morrow what he leams to-day : 
Here, work enough to watch 
The Master work, and catch 
Hints of the proper craf t, tricks of the toors trae 
play. 

As it was better, youth 
uo Shonld strive, through acts nncouth, 

Toward making, than repose on aught f ound made : 
So, better, age, exempt 
From strif e, should know, than tempt 
Further. Thou waitedst age : wait death nor be 
afraid I 

m Enough now, if the right 
And Good and Infinite 
Be named here, as thou callest thy band thine 

own, 
With knowledge absolute, 
Subject to no dispute 
120 From fools that crowded youth, nor let thee feel 
alone. 

Be there, for once and all, 
Severed great minds from small, 
Announoed to each bis Station in the Fast I 
Was I, the world arraigned, 
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125 Were they, my soul disdained, 

Hight ? Let age speak the truth and give us peace 
at last ! 

!Now, who shall arbitrate? 
Ten men love what I hate, 
Shun what I f ollow, slight what I receive ; 
130 Ten, who in ears and eyes 
Match me : we all surmise, 

They this thing, and I that : whom shall my soul 
believe ? 

Not on the vulgär mass 
Called ^^ work," must sentenee pass, 
135 Things done, that took the eye and had the price ; 
O'er which, from level stand, 
The low World laid its hand, 

Found straightway to its mind, oould value in a 
trioe: 

Bat all, the world's coarse thumb 
140 And finger f ailed to plumb, 

So passed in making up the main aecount ; 
All instincts inunature. 
All purposes unsure, 

That weighed not as his work, yet swelled the man's 
amount : 

145 Thonghts hardly to be packed 

Into a narrow aet, 

Fanoies that broke through language and escaped ; 

All I could never be. 

All, men ignored in me, 
150 This, I was worth to God, whose wheel the pitcher 
shaped. 
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Ay, note that Potter's wheel, 
That metaphor ! and f eel 

Why time spins fast, why passive lies our clay, — 
Tbou, to whom fools propound, 
U5 When the wine makes its round, 

^' Since lif e fleets, all is change ; the Fast gone, seize 
to-day ! " 

Fool ! All that is, at aU, 
Lasts ever, past recall ; 

Earth changes, but thy soul and God stand sure : 
100 What entered into thee, 
2%at was, is, and shall be : 

Time's wheel runs back or stops : Potter and clay 
endure. 

He fixed thee 'mid this danee 
Of plastic circumstance, 
165 This Present, thou, f orsooth, would f ain arrest : 
Machinery just meant 
To give thy soul its beut, 
Try thee and turn thee f orth, sufficiently impressed. 

What though the earlier grooves, 
170 Which ran the laughing loves 

Around thy base, no longer pause and press ? 

What though, about thy rim, 

Skull-things in order grim 

Grow out, in graver mood, obey the stemer stress ? 

175 Look not thou down but up ! 
To uses of a cup, 

151. The potter's wheel was a favorite fignre with the He- 
brew prophets. See Isaiah Iziv. 8. See, also, Bomans ix. 21. 
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The festal board, lamp's flash and trumpet's peal, 
The new wine's f oaming flow, 
The Master's Ups aglow ! 
ISO Thou, heaven's consummate cup, what needst thoa 
with earth's wheel? 

Bot I need, now as then, 
Thee, God, who mouldest men ; 
And since, not even while the whirl was worst, 
Did I — to the wheel of lif e 
185 With shapes and colors rife, 

Bound dizzily — mistake my end, to slake thy 
thirst : 

S09 take and use thy work : 
Amend what flaws may lurk, 
What strain o' the stuff, what warpings past the 
aimi 
190 My times be in thy hand ! 
Perf ect the cup as planned I 

Lot age approve of youth, and death complete the 
samel 



PROSPICE. 

Written in the antamn foUowing Mra. Browning's death. The 
dosiiig lines intensify the association. 

Feab death ? — to f eel the f og in my throat, 

The mist in my face, 
When the snows begin, and the blasts denote 

I am nearing the place, 
5 The power of the night, the press of the storm, 

The post of the f oe ; 
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Where he Stands^ the Arch Fear in a visible form, 

Yet the strong man must go : 
For the journey is done and the summit attained, 
10 And the barriers fall. 
Though a battle 's to fight ere the gaerdon be 
gained, 
The reward of it all. 
I was ever a fighter, so — one fight more, 
The best and the last ! 
15 1 would hate that death bandaged my eyes, and for- 
bore, 
And bade me creep past. 
No ! let me taste the whole of it, f are like my peers 

The heroes of old, 
Bear the brunt, in a minute pay life's glad arrears 
20 Of pain, darkness and cold. 
For sudden the worst tums the best to the brave, 

The black minute 's at end. 
And the elements' rage, the fiend-voiees that rave, 
Shall dwindle, shall blend, 
25 Shall change, shall become first a peace out of pain, 
Then a light, then thy breast, 
O thou soul of my soul ! I shall clasp theo again, 
And with God be the rest I 
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oC Snspiciou; of Negotiating; of Masques and Triumphs. 

HOüGHTON, MIFFLIN AND COMPANY. 

4 Pabk Stbbbt, Boston; 11 East 17th Stbeet, New Zobkj 
378-388 Wabash Avenue, Chicago. 
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54. Bryanf 8 Bella, Thanatopsis, and Other Foems.* 

55. Shakespeare's Merohant of Venioe. Thubbeb.* ** 

56. Webster's First Banker Hill Oration, and the Oration on 

and Jefferson. 

57. Diokens'B Chriatmas Carol.** With Notes and a Biographj. 

58. Diokens'B Crioket on the Hearth.** 

59. Verse and Frose for Beginners in Beadins.* 

60. 61. The Sir Böser de Coverlej Fapers. In two parts.t 

62. John Fiske's War of Independenoe. With Maps and a Biogn^h- 

ical Sketch. § 

63. Iiongfellow's Faul Bevere's Bide, and Other Foems.** 

6^ 65, 66. Tales from Shakespeare. Edited by Chablbs and Mabs 
Lamb. In three parte. [Also, in one Yolume, llnen, 60 cents.] 

67. Shakespeare's Julius Csssar.* ** 

68. Goldsmith'B Deserted Village, The Traveller, eto.* 

69. Hawthome's Old Mause, and A Few Mosses.** 

70. A Seleotion from Whittier'B Ohild Lile in Foetry.** 

71. A Seleotion from Whittier's Child Life in Frose.** 

72. Milton's L'Allegro, H Fenseroso, Comus, Lyoidas, eto.** 

73. Tennyson's Enooh Arden, and Other Foems. 

74. Gray's Blegy, eto. ; Cowper's John Gilpin, etc. 

75. Soudder's George Washington. § 

7ß. Wordsworth's On the Intimations of Immortality, eto. 

77. Bums's Cotter's Saturday Night, and Other Foems. 

78. Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield. § 

79. Lamb's Old China, and «Other Essays of Elia. 

80. Coleridge's Birne of the Anoient Mariner, and Other Foems; 

Campbell's Ijoohiers Warning, and Other Foems. 

Also, bonnd in llnen : * 25 cents. ** 11 and 63 in one vol. , 40 cents ; lUcewiae 66 
and 67, 57 and 58, 40 and 69, 70 and 71, 72 and 94. % AIao in one toL, 40 cents. 
$ Doable Number, paper, 30 cents ; linen, 40 cents. 

EXTRA Xü^fBERS. 

A Amerioan Authors and their Birthdays. Programmes and Sugge»- 

tioufl for the Celebration of the Birthdays of Authors. By A. S. Boa. 
B Fortraits and Biographies of 20 Amerioan Authors. 
C A Iiongfellow Night. For Catholic Schools and Societies. 
D Xiiterature in Sohool. Essays by Horace E. Scxtddeb. 
E Harriet Beeoher Stöwe. Dialoiames and Scenes. 
F Iiongfellow Ijeaflets. (Each a Douhle Number, 90 cents; linen^ 

G Whittier Leaflets. 40 cents.) Poems and Proee Passages 

H Holmes Ijeaflets. for Reading and Recitation. 

laowell Iieaflets. 

1 The Biverside Manual for Teaohers, containing Saggeetaons and 

niustrative Leasons leading np to Primary Reading. Bv L F. H*TiTi 
K The Biverside Frimer and Beader. (Special Number.) In paper 

coren, with cloth back, 25 cents ; in streng linen binding, 30 cents. 
L The Biverside Song Book. Containing Classic Americaii Poems sei 

Standard Mosic (Double Number j 30 cenU ; boardt^ 40 cents.) 
M IiOweU's Fable for Critios. (Double Number^ 30 cents,) 
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This book shoüld be returned to 
the Library on or before the last date 
stamped below. 

A fine is incurred by retaining it 
beyond the specified time. 

Please return promptly. 




